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ADVERTISEMENT. 

Th£ following compositions bave been reprinted 
from the Britisb Magazine, wbere tbey bad the 
advantage of originally appearing, in the bumble 
hope that they may be instrumental in recalling 
or recommending to tlie reader important Chris- 
tian truths which are at this day in a way to be 
forgotten. The publication, haying no other 
olgect but this, would, according to the original 
intention, have been strictly anonymous, but one 
of the writers, in whom the work originated, 
having been taken from his friends by death, it 
seemed desirable so far to depart from it, as to 
record what belonged to him, while it was pos- 
iible to do so ; and this has led to a general dis- 
crimination of the poems by signatures at the 
end of each. 

OXFORD, 
The FeoKt cf All Saints, 1836. 
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LYRA APOSTOLICA. 



HOME. 



I. 



Whbhb'se I roam in this fair English land, 
The vision of a Temple meets my eyes : 
Modest without ; within, all glorious rise 
Its love-enclustered columns, and expand 
Their slender arms. Like olive-plants they stand, 
Each answering each, in home's soft sympathies. 
Sisters and brothers. At the Altar sighs 
Parental fondness, and with anxious hand 
Tenders its offering of young vows and prayers. 
The same and not the same, go where f will. 
The vision beams ! ten thousand shrines, all one. 
Dear fertile soiM what foreign culture bears 
Such fruit ? And I through distant climes may run 
My weary round, yet miss thy likeness still. 
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2 Home, 
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II. 



Ere yet I left home's youthful shrine, 
My heart and hope were stored 

Where first I caught the rays divine, 
And drank the Eternal Word. 

1 went afar ; the world unrolled 

Her many-pictured page ; 
I stored the marvels which she told, 

And trotted to her gage. 

Her pleasures quaff*d, I sought awhile 
The scenes I prit ed hefore ; 

But parent's praise and sister's smile 
Stirred my cold heart no more. 

So ever sear» so ever cloy 
Earth's fiivours as they &de ; 

Since Adam lost for one fierce joy 
His Eden's sacred shade. 



Honte. 



HI. 



My home is new a thousand mile away ; 
Yet in my thoughts its every image fair 
Rises as keen, as I still lingered there. 
And, turning me, could all I loved survey. 
And so upon Death's nnaverted day. 
As I speed upward, I shall on me bear, 
And in no breathless whirl, the things that were. 
And duties given, and ends I did obey. 
And, whea at length I reach the Throne of Power, 
Ah ! still unscared, I shall in fulness see 
The vision of my past innumerous deeds. 
My deep heart-courses, and their motive-seeds, 
So to gaze on till the red dooming hour. 
Lord ! in that strait, the Judge ! remember me I 
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Home. 







V. 



Banished the House of sacred rest. 

Amid a thoughtless throng, 
At length I heard its Creed confessed, 

And knelt the Saints among. 

Artless his strain and unadorned, 
Who spoke Christ's message there ; 

But what at home I might have scorned. 
Now charmed my fiuonished ear. 

Lord, grant me this abiding grace. 
Thy Word and Sons to know ; 

To pierce the veil on Moses* face. 
Although his speech be slow ! 




KEMOBSE. 






liemiime. 



VII. 



KONDACiE. 



Oh prophet, tell mc not of peace, 

Or Christ's all-loving deeds ; 
Death only can from sin release, 

And death to judgment leads. 

Thou from thy birth hast set thy face 
Towards thy Redeemer Lord ; 

To tend and deck His holy place. 
And note His secret word. 

I ne'er shall reach Heaven's glorious path ; 

Yet haply tears may stay 
The purpose of His instant wrath. 

And slake the fiery day. 

Then plead for me, thou blessed saint. 

While I seek round, and use 
All man e'er guessed of work or plaint 

To cleanse sin's de«p ^«!Lti«^\raft:^. 




Hemorse- 



Wat a wnnefft call \ 

1 cannot wear ^ ^ , . , 
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» Sinner oeeto ^ad. 

vmo wafted wo» ^ 
Ofguitttbewhde. 

So«epre«ntfe'«- ^ ^„pl« 
l^rtoneforwhomHUw 

Die fro« dUo>»y- 
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lii'tmirae. 9 

This wouldst thou ? Let it be ! 
Kneel down, and take the word divine, 
Absolvo tk." 



IX. 



RESTmsSNKKS. 



Once, as I brooded o'er my guilty state, 
A fever seiz*d me, duties to devise 
To buy me interest in my Saviour's eyes : 
Not that His love I would extenuate, 
Bat scourge and penance, and perverse self-hate, 
Or gift of cost, served by an artifice 
To quell my restless thoughts, and envious sighs 
And doubts, which fain heaven's peace would antedate. 
Thai, as I tossed, He said : — ** Even holiest deeds 
Shroud not the soul from God, nor sooth its needs ; 
Deny thee thhie own fears, and wait the end !*' 
Stem lesson ! Let me con it day by^day, 
And learn to kneel before the Omniscient Ray, 
Nor shrink, while Truth's avenging shafU ^^%^AXi^\ 

c 
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THE PAST AND THE PRESE!> 



X. 



THE PAINS OF MEMORY. 



What time my heart unfolded its fresh leaves 
In springtime gay, and scatter*d flowers arouo 
A whisper warned of earth's unhealthy groanc 
And all that there faith's light and pureness gri 
Sun's ray and canker-worm. 
And sudden-whelming storm ; — 
But, ah ! my self-will smiled, nor recked the g; 
sound. 

So now defilement dims life's memory-springy 
I cannot hear an early-cherished strain. 
But first a joy, and then it brings a pain- 
Fear, and self-hate, and vain remorseful sti> 
Tears lull my grief to rest. 
Not without hope, this breast 
MMy one day lose its load, and youth vet 



The Past and the Present, 



II 



XI. 



DREAMS. 



Oh ! miserable power 
To dreams allowed, to raise the guilty past, 
And back awhile the illumiDed spirit to cast 

On its youth's twilight hour ; — 
In mockery gulling it to act again 
The revel or the scoff in Satan's frantic train ! 



Nay, hush thee, angry heart ! 
An Angel's grief ill fits a penitent ; 
Welcome the thorn — ^it is divinely sent, 

And with its wholesome smart 
Shall pierce thee in thy virtue's home serene. 
And warn thee what thou art, and whence thy wealth 

has been. 

i. 




7'A/' Past and the Present. 



XII. 



CONFK8SION. 



My smile is bright, my glance is frees 
My voice is calm and clear ; 

Dear friend, I seem a type to thee 
Of holy love and fear. 

But I am scanned by Eyes unseen. 
And these no saint surround ; 

They mete what is by what has been. 
And joy the lost is found. 

Erst my good Angel shrank to see 
My thoughts and ways of ill ; 

And now he scarce dare gaze on mo. 
Scar-seamed and crippled still. 



The /\(sf (ftui the P/'i sent . 



■ ) 



XI 11. 



AWE. 



I BOW at Jesus' Name, for 'tis the Sign 

Of awful mercy towards a guilty line 

Of shameful ancestry, in birth defiled. 

And upwards from a child 
Full of unlovely thoughts and rebel aims 

As hastening judgment flames. 
How can I lightly view my Means of Hfe ?— 
The Just assailing sin, and death-stained in the strife t 

And so, albeit His woe is our release, 
Thought of that woe aye dims our earthly peace ; 
The Life is hidden in a Fount of Blood !— 

And this is tidings good. 
But in the Angels' reckoning, and to those 

Who Angel-wise have chose 
And kept, like Paul, a virgin course, content 

To fSO where Jesus went ; 
But for the many, laden with the spot 
And earthly taint of sin, 'tis written, '* Touch Me not." 
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FORGIVKNESS. 



XV. 



THE THREE ABSOLUTIONS.* 

*' And there thall in nowiw enter into it any thing that defilcth, 
n«ithcr whataoever worketh abomination, or maketh a lie ; biit 
thC7 which >re written in the Lamb's Book of Life." 

Each mora and eve, the Golden Keys 

Are lifted in the sacred hand, 
To shew the sinner on his knees 

Where heaven's bright doors wide open stand. 

On the dread Altar duly laid 
The Golden Keys their witness bear, 

That not in vain the Church hath pray'd, 
That He, the Life of Souls, is there. 



• 1. In the Daily Service. 3. In the Communion. 3. In the 
ViiHatkinorfhe.SirJt 
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/' (l/'i/ / I'l ' IH'fiS . 

i) Lord, 1 will, but cannot do. 
My heart is hard, my faith untrue : 
The Spirit and the Bride say, Come, 
The eternal ever-blcsscd Home 
Ope'd its portals at my birth, 
But I am chained to earth : 

The Golden Keys each eve and morn 
I see them with a heart forlorn 
Lest they should Iron prove to me — 
O set my heart at liberty. 
May I seize what Thou dost give, 
Seize tremblingly and live. 



/5. 



XVII. 

'* He which tcfttilleth time UiingB nith, Siirely I come quickly." 

Fear not : for He hath sworn : 
Faithful and true His name : 
The glorious hours are onward borne ; 
*Tis lit, th' immortal flame ; 
It glows around thee ; kneel, and strive, awd "n'vcv 
lily one livinjc ray — 'tw\\\ bnf^VxteT ^ovi >c\iKviv. 




18 Forgiveness, 

Yet fear : the time is brief; 

The Holy One is near ; 
And like a spent and withered leaf 
In autumn-twilight drear, 
Faster each hour, on Time's unslackening | 
The dreaming world drives on, to where all vis 

Surely the lime is short : 
Endless the task and art 
To brighten for the ethereal court 
A soil'd earth-drudging heart. — 
But He, the dread Proclaimer of that hov 
Is pledged to thee in Love, as to thy foes ii 

His shoulders bear the Key : 
He opens — who can close ? 
Closes— and who dare open ? — He 
Thy soul's misgiving knows. 
If He come quick, the mightier sure w 
His Spirit in each heart that timely striv 



Forgiveness. 
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Then haste Thee, Lord ! Come down, 
Take Thy gpreat Power, and reign ! 
But frame Thee first a perfect Crown 
Of spirits freed from stain, 
Souls mortal once, now match'd for evermore. 
With the immortal gems that form'd Thy wreath before. 



Who in Thy portal wait. 

Free of that glorious throng. 
Wondering, review their trial-state. 
The life that erst seemed long ; 
Wondering at His deep love, who purg'd so base 
And earthly mould so soon for th' undefiled place. 

y. 

AMHN NAI EPXOT, KTPIE IHLOT. 

P. 
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AFFLICTION. 

XVIIl. 

DAVID AND JONATHAN. 
■* Thy love to me was wonderful, |Mu«ing the I 

O HEART of fire ! misjudged by wilfu 
Thou flower of Jesse's race ! 

What woe was thine, when thou and 
Last greeted face to face ! 

He doom'd to die, thou on us to imp 

The portent of a blood-stained holim 

Yet it was well :— for so, mid cares c 
And crime*s encircling tide, 

A spell was o'er thee, zealous one, tc 
Earth-joy and kingly pride ; 

With battle-scene and pageant, pron 

The pale calm spectre of a blameless 
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Ah ! had he lived, before thy throne to stand. 

Thy spirit keen and high. 
Sure it had snapped in twain love's slender band. 

So dear in memory ; 

Paul's strife unblest,* its serious lesson gives. 

He bides with us who dies, he^is but lost who lives. 

a. 
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XIX. 



Biflned be yt ^pooit,* 



I Bi^vi been honoured and obeyed, 
I have met scorn and slight ; 

And my heart loves earth's sober shade 
More than her laughing Ught. 

For what is rule but a sad weight 

Of duty and a snare ? 
What meanness, but with happier fiite 

The Sayioue's Cross to share ? 



* Act! XT. 30. 
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Affliction, 23 



XXI. 

** And we indeed juftly ; for we xeoeiTe thedue reward of our 

deeds." 

Mortal I if e'er thy spirits faint, 

By grief or pain opprest, 
Seek not vain hope, or sour complaint, 

To cheer or ease thy breast ; 

But view thy bitterest pangs as sent 

A shadow of that doom. 
Which is thy soul's just punishment 

In its own guilt's true home. 

Be thine own judge : hate thy proud heart ; 

And while the sad drops flow. 
E'en let thy will attend the smart. 

And sanctify thy woe. 



24 Jffiiction, 



XXII. 

DAVID NUMBERING THB PEOPLK. 
I am in a great itxait— let me fkU now into the hand of tht I 

Ip e'er I fall beneath Thy rod. 

As through life's snares I go, 
Save me from David's lot, O QiA I 

And choose Thyself the woe. 

How should I face Thy plagues ? which 

And haunt, and stun, until 
The heart or sinks in mute despair. 

Or names a random ill. 

If else . . . then guide in David's path. 

Who chose the holier pain ; 
Satan and man are tools of wrath. 

An Angel's scourge is gain. 



Ajfiictton, 25 



XXIII. 
Tbou in CuthfahMi hatt alBicted me. 

LoED, in this dost Thy sovereign voice 
First quickened love divine ; 

I am all Thine^— Thy care and ehoioe, 
My very praise is Thine. 

I praise Thee, while Thy providence 

In childhood frail I trace. 
For bleuings given, ere dawning sense 

Could seek or scan Thy grace ; 

Blessings in boyhood's marvelling hour. 
Bright dreams, and fancyings strange ; 

Blessings, when reason's awfcQ power 
Gave thought a bolder range ; 

Blessings of friends, which to my door 
Unasked, unhoped, have come ; 

And, choicer still, a countless store 
Of eager smiles at home. 

d3 
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FAITH. 



XXIV. 



ABRAHAM. 



The better portion didst thou choose, Great Heart, 
Thy God's first choice, and pledge of Gentile- 
grace I 
Faith's truest type, he with unruffled face 
Bore the world's smile, and bade her slaves depart ; 
Whethet, a trader, with no trader's art. 
He buys in Canaan his first resting-place, — 
Or freely yields rich Siddim's ample space,— 
Or braves the rescue and the battle's smart. 
Yet scorns the heathen gifts of those he saved. 
O happy in their soul's high solitude, 
Who commune thus with God and not with earth 1 
Amid the scoffings of the wealth-enslaved, 
A ready prey, as though in absent mood 
They calmly move, nor hear the unmannered mvrth» 
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Faith. 29 

And with the mom those Angel faces smile 
Whidi I have loved long since, and lost awhile. 



XXVI. 



" It U I : be not afraid.*** 



When I sink down in gloom or fear, 

Hope blighted or delayed, 
Thy whisper. Lord, my heart shall cheer, 

*' 'Tis I ; he not afraid !" 

Or, startled at some sudden blow. 

If fretful thoughta I feel, 
*' Fear not, it is but I !" shall flow. 

As balm my wound to heal. 

• Vid. Bbhop WilMm't Sacra PrivaU for Friday. The above 
Unci were written before the appearance of Mr. Lyte'i elegant 
Poem on the lainc text. 



30 Faith, 

Nor will I quit Thy way, though foos 

Some onward pass defend ; 
From each rough voice the watchword goes, 

'*Be not afraid ! . . . a friend \" 

And O ! when judgment's trumpet dear 

Awakes me from the grave, 
Still in its echo may I hear, 

** 'Tis Christ ! He comes to save." 



XXVII. 

The Lord ftood with me and itreDgtheiMd me. 

O SAT not thou art left of God, 
Because His tokens in the sky 

Thou canst not read ; this earth He trod 
To teach thee He was ever nigh. 

He sees, beneath the fig-tree green, 
Nathaniel con His sacred lore ; 

Shottldst thou the closet seek, unseen 
He enters through the unopened door. 



Faith, 31 

And, when thou liest, by slumber bound, 
Outwearied in the Christian fight. 

In glory, girt with Saints around. 

He stands above thee through the night. 

When friends to Emmaus bend their course, 
He joins, although He holds their eyes ; 

Or, shouldst thou feel some fever's force. 
He takes thy hand, He bids thee rise. 

Or, on a voyage, when calms prevail, 

And prison thee upon the sea. 
He walks the wave. He wings the sail. 

The shore is gained, and thou art free. 

XXVIII. 
JAMES AND JOHN. 

Two brothers freely cast their lot. 

With David's royal Son ; 
The cost of conquest counting not 

They deem the battle won. 



faith' 

nee wo^ *°^ 



Faith, 
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XXIX. 



•' Whither I gOf thou canst not follow Me now, bat thou ihalt 
follow Me afterwaxds.** 



Did we but see. 
When life first opened, how our journey lay 
Between its earliest and its closing day, 

Or view ourselves, as we one time shall be. 
Who strive for the high prize, such sight would break 
The youthful spirit, though bold for Jesus* sake* 

But Thou, dear Lord ! 
Whilst I traced out bright scenes which were to come, 
Isaac's pure blessings, and a verdant home. 

Didst spare me, and withhold Thy fearful word ; 
Wiling me year by year, till I am found 
A pilgrim pale, with Paul's sad girdle bound. 

•J. 
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PROVIDENCES. 



XXX. 



GUARDIAN ANGELS. 



f 




Are these the tracks of some unearthly Friend, 
His foot-prints, and his vesture-skirts of light 
Who, as I talk with men, conforms aright 
Their sympathetic words, or deeds that blend 
With my hid thought ; — or stoops him to atten< 
My doubtful-pleading grief ; — or blunts the n 
Of ill I see not ; — or in dreams of night 
Figures the scope in which what is will end ? 
Were I Christ's own, then fitly might I call 
That vision real ; for to the thoughtful mind 
That walks with Him, He half unveils His face 
But when on common men such shadows fall. 
These dare not make their own the gifts they fl 
"^ety not aU hopeless, eye His boundless grace. 




XXXI. 

WABNI.NCiS. 
(VwKiOk.) 
When Heaven lendi lorrow, 
WamiDgs go flrtt, 
Lflgt it ibould burit 
With (tunaing might 
On (ouli too bright 

To fear tbe xaanom. 

Cod Bcience bear m 

To the hid ipruigs 
Of human thing!' 
Why maj not dream, 
Or thought's da^-gleam, 
Startle, yet cheer ua? 

Are such thoughtB Tetters, 
White Faith diiowni 
Dread ol eartta'i tonea, 
Secka but Heaven't call. 
And on the wall, 

H«d« but H«a.'Jtti'*\ett.«*''- 



. I 
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Providences. 



i I 



XXXII. 



DISCIPLINE. 



When I look back upon my former race, 
Seasons I see, at which the Inward Ray, 
More brightly burned, or guided some new wa; 
Truth, in its wealthier scene and nobler space 
Given for my eye to range, and feet to trace. 
And next I mark, 'twas trial did convey. 
Or grief, or pain, or strange eventful day. 
To my tormented soul such larger grace* 
So now, whene'er, in journeying on, I feel 
The shadow of the Providential Hand, 
Deep breathless stirrings shoot across my breast. 
Searching to know what He will now reveal. 
What sin uncloak, what stricter rule command. 
And girding me to work His fiiU behest 
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LIFE IMMORTAL. 



XXXIII. 

Whene'er I seek the Holy Altar's raU, 
And kneel to take the grace there offered me, 

It is no time to task my reason frail, 
To try Christ's words, and search how they may be ; 

Enough, I eat His Flesh and drink His blood. 

More is not told — ^to ask it is not good. 



I win not say with these, that bread and wine 
Have vanished at the consecration prayer ; 

Far less with those deny that aught divine 
And of immortal seed is hidden there. 

Hence, disputants 1 The din, which ye admire. 

Keeps but ill measure with the Church's choir. 



e3 
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Life Imfnortal, 



XXXIV. 

He if not the God of the dead, but of the living; for all live 

unto Him. 

" The Fathers are in dust, yet live to God :"— 
So says the Truth ; as if the motionless clay 

Still held the seeds of life beneath the sod. 
Smouldering and struggling till the judgment-day. 



And hence we learn with reverence to esteem 
Of these frail houses, though the grave confinet ; 

Sophist may urge his cunning tests, and deem 
That they are earth ; — but they are heavenly shrinet. 

J. 
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HOLINESS. 



XXXV. 



DANIEL. 



EiVi fof tinovxpiy orrtvtr ix xotXi'dtf /uktrrpios tytvimBrtrav ovror 
not ciffiy twavj^pu oirtvu t\novy(ia^TKxay vvo r«y itvBptnnn' *eu 
U9tv fvvov^^oi, oiriyff iinfov^tvav iavrous 3ia rny 3^^'^'^' t^^ 

Son of sorrow, doom'd by fate 
To a lot most desolate, 
To joyless youth and childless age, 
Last of thy father's lineage. 
Blighted being ! whence hast thou 
That lofty mien and cloudless brow ? 

Ask*8t thou whence that cloudless brow 
Bitter is the cup I trow ; 
A cup of weary well-spent years, 
A cup of sorrows, fasts, and tears, 
That cup whose virtue can impart 
Such calmness to the troubled heart. 



^' I o» bended Wnee, 

*""^' laUveio«g<l»y. 

to hunger '»»»y^^^^^gh away. 

^•*'::::auon«pr^v--j'-^' 

TUottby&er«»d« 

, A thv story rigbt- 
»»""^ "f^U««•'»''^''^*' 



P- 
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Holiness. 4 1 



XXXVI. 

'* Be ttioiig« and He ihall comfort thine heftrt." 

'* Lord, I have fiuted, I have prayed. 
And sackcloth has my girdle been. 

To purge my soul I have essayed 
With hunger blank and vigil keen. 

O God of mercy I why am I 

Still haunted by the self I fly ?" 

Sackcloth is a girdle good, 

O bind it round thee still ; 
Fasting, it is Angel's food. 

And Jesus loved the night-air chill ; 
Yet think not prayer and fast were g^ven 
To make one step 'twixt earth and heaven.* 

p. 

* Eph. ii. 8. 
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Holiness, 



XXXVII. 

The efltetual fervent prayer of a righteous man availeth mm 

There is not on the earth a soul so base 

But may obtahi a place 

In covenanted gprace ; 
So that forthwith his prayer of foith obtains 

Release of his guilt-stains, 
And first-froits of the second birth, which rise 
From gift to gift, and reach at length the eternal pri 

All may save self ;— bat minds that heavenward ta 
Aim at a wider power, 
Gifts on the world to shower. — 

And this is not at once ; — ^by fastings gained. 
And trials well sustained. 

By pureness, righteous deeds, and toils of love. 

Abidance in the Truth, and zeal for God above. 
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XXXVIII. 



JOSEPH. 



O PUREST semblance of the Eternal Son 1 
Who dwelt in thee as in some blessed shrine. 
To draw hearts after thee and make them thine ; 
Not parent only by that light was won, 
And brethren crouched who had in wrath begun, 
£*en heathen pomp abased her at the sign 
Of a hid God, and drank the sound divine. 
Till a king heard, and all thou badst was done. 
Then was fulfilled Nature's dim augury. 
That, " Wisdom clad, in visible form, would be 
So &ir, that all must love and bow the knee ;*'* 
Lest it might seem, what time the Substance came. 
Truth lacked a sceptre, when it but laid by 
Its beaming front, and bore a willing shame. 

roiovroy lovrnr mttf^ls ttimkov vcifu^tro tU S^iv I6v. 

Plat. PhmdL 




SOLITUDE. 



THE RAVEN. 



Wbincb U th[i t,we, bj ititlneu ipread 

O'er the irorld-fretted loul ? 

Wave reared on wbtb iti boastful head. 

While mf keea bark, bj breeiei ipsd, 

Dathed fiercely through the ocean bed. 

And chafed toward! Iti goal. 

Bat now there reigni lo deep a r«tt. 

That I could almost weep. 
Sinner ! thou hast in tbii rare guett 
Of Adam's peace a figure bleit ; 
Til Edea leen, but not poueued, 
Which cfaemb-Bamei itlll k«ep. 



Solitude, 45 

XL. 

THK DESBRT. 

Two sinners have been grace-endued 

Unwearied to sustain 
For forty days a solitude 

On mount and desert plain. 

Bat feverish thoughts the breast have swayed 

And gloom or pride is shown, 
If e'er we seek the garden's shade, 

Or walk the world, alone. 

For Adam e'en, before his sin. 

His Grod a help-meet found ; 
Blest with an Angel's heart within, 

Paul wrought with friends around. 

Lone saints of old 1 of purpose high; 

On Syria's sands, ye claim 
"Mid heathen rage our sympathy, 

In peace ye force our blame. 



Wkkkb'u goes forth Thy dread commuii 

And m; lait hour ii nigh. 
Lord, grant me In a Cbriatian land 

Ai I WOB bom, to die. 

I pray not. Lord, that IHeiid* mar I» 

Or kindred itanding by, 
Choice bleiiing ! wbich I leave to Thee, 

To give me, or den;. 

But let my failing limbi beneath 
Hy Mother'! imile recline ; 

Hy name in siduieii and in death 
Heard in her tacred ihrine. 

And may the Crou beside my bed 

In It! meet emblema reit ; 
And may the abiolvlng worda b« Mdd 

To «aM a laden breath 




Thou, Lord '. where'er „e lie, »nrt "i"! - 
But He, who Uoght Hl» own 

To lhe«0M, will not upbraid 
The dre»d to ^o '*'"'*■ 
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VANITY OF VANITIES. 



XLII. 

BUn walketh in a viOn shadow, and diaquieieth himself in vain. 

Thet do but grope in learning's pedant round. 
Who on the fantasies of sense bestow 
An idle substance, bidding us bow low 
Before those shades of being which are found 
Stirring or still on man's scant trial-ground ; 
As if such shapes and moods, which come and go. 
Had aught of Truth or Life in their poor show. 
To sway or judge, and skill to sain or wound. 
Son of immortal Seed, high-destined Man ! 
Know thy dread gift, — a creature, yet a cause. 
Each mind is its own centre, and it draws 
Home to itself, and moulds in its thought's span. 
All outward things, the vassals of its will, 
Aided by Heaven, by earth unthwarted still. 



Vanity of Vanities, 
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XLIII. 

Felix« qui potuit rerum oognotoere cauns, 
Atque metus omneB, et inexonbile fatom 
Sul^edt pedibui, itrepitumque AcfaeroDtia avari ! 

In childhood, when with eager eyes 
The season-measured year I viewed. 
All, garbed in fairy guise. 
Pledged constancy of good. 

Spring sang of heaven ; the summer-flowers 
Let me gaze on, and did not fade ; 
Even suns o'er autumn's bowers 
Heard my strong wish, and stayed. 

They came and went, the short-lived four, 
Tet as their varying dance they wove. 
To my young heart each bore 
Its own sure claim of love. 



f3 



50 Vanity of Vanities, 

Far different now ; — the whirling year 
Vainly my dizzy eyes pursue ; 
And its fair tints appear 
All blent in one dusk hue. 

Why dwell on rich autumnal lights. 
Spring-time, or winter's social ring ? 
Long days are fire-side nights. 
Brown autumn is firesh spring. 

Then what this world to thee, my heart ? 
Its gifts nor feed thee nor can bless. 
Thou hast no owner's p&rt 
In all its fleetingness. 

The flame, the storm, the quaking ground. 
Earth's joy, earth's terror, nought is thine : 
Thou must but hear the sound 
Of the still voice divine. 

O princely lot ! O blissful art ! 
E'en while by sense of change opprest. 
Thus to forecast in heart 
Heaven's Age of fearless rest. 
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XLIV. 



MELCHIZEDEK. 



Without father, without mother* without deicent, having neither 
beginning of day» nor end of life. 

Theicb blest are they who feel their loneliness ; 
To whom nor voice of friend nor pleasant scene 
Brings that on which the saddened heart can lean ; 
Tea, the rich earth, garbed in its daintiest dress 
Of light and joy, doth but the more oppress. 
Claiming responsive smiles and rapture high : 

Till, sick at heart, beyond the vail they fly. 
Seeking His presence, who alone can bless. 

Such in strange days, the weapons of Heaven's grace ; 

When passing by the highborn Hebrew line 

He forms the vessel of his vast design ; 

Fatherless, homeless, reft of age and place, 

Severed from earth, and careless of its wreck, 

Bom through long woe His rare Melchizedek. 

I 



ANCIENT SCENES. 



seiphnun nh£Oi. 

Ceaie, Stranger, eeue thoie piercing DOt«i 

'fbe craft of Siren choira ; 
Huih the *eiluctive voice, that flo&ti 

Upon Ibe languid wire*. 

Hailc'a ethereal Gre wai given, 

Not to diuolve our clftf , 
But draw Promethean beam* from heaven. 

And purge the droH awaf. 

Weak aeir* with thee the miMhierUe*, 

Thoie throbi a tale diadoie ; 
Nor age nor trial have made wite 

The Han otmany woei. 



h 



Ancient Scenes, 
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XLVI. 



MESSENA. 



Why, wedded to the Lord, still yearns my heart 
Upon these scenes of ancient heathen &me ? 
Yet legend hoar, and voice of bard that came 
Fixing my restless youth with its sweet art. 
And shades of power, and those who bore their part 
In the mad deeds that set the world in flame, 
So fret my memory here,— ah ! is it blame ?— 
That from my eyes the tear is fain to start. 
Nay, from no fount impure these drops arise ; 
'Tis but the sympathy with Adam's race. 
Which in each brother's history reads its own. 
So, let the cliffs and seas of this fair place 
Be named man's tomb and splendid record-stone, 
High hope pride-stained, the course without the prize. 
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XLVII. 

TAUROMINIUM. 
And Jacob went on hit way, and the Angels of Ood met him. 

Say, hast thou tracked a traveller's round 

Nor visions met thee there. 
Thou couldst but marvel to have found 

This blighted world so fair ? 

And feel an awe within thee rise, 

That sinful man should see 
Glories far worthier Seraph's eyes 

Than to be shared by thee ? 

Store them in heart 1 thou shalt not faint 

'Mid coming pains and fears. 
As the third heaven once nerved a Saint 

For fourteen trial-years. 



^ 
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XLVIII. 



CORCYRA. 



I SAT beneath an olive's branches grey 
And gazed upon the site of a lost town, 
Bj sage and poet chosen for renown ; 
Where dwelt a Race that on the sea held sway, 
And, restless as its waters, forced a way 

For civil strife a thousand states to drown. 
That multitudinous stream we now note down, 
As though one life, in birth and in decay. 
Tety is their being*s history spent and run. 
Whose spirits live in awful singleness 
Each in his self-formed sphere of light or gloom ? 
Henceforth, while pondering the fierce deeds then done, 
Sadi reverence on me shall its seal impress 
As though I corpses saw, and walked the tomb. 




e.t.^1-' 
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Bereavement, 
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But when the self-abhorring thrill 
Is past, as pass it must, 

When tasks of life thy spirit fill. 
Risen from thy tears and dost, 

Then be the self-renouncing will 
The seal of thy calm trust. 



L. 



BURIAL OF THE DEAD. 



I THOUGHT to meet no more, so dreary seem*d 
Death's interposing veil, and thou so pure. 
Thy place in Paradise 
Beyond where I could soar ; 



Friend of this worthless heart 1 but happier thoughts 
Spring like unbidden violets from the sod. 

Where patiently thou tak'st 

Thy sweet and sure re^^ow. 




58 Bereavement. 

Tbe ihidowa Ikll more loalhing i the aoft air 
Ii full of cheering wbiipen like thine own ; 
While Memory, by (hy grave, 
Lives o'er thy funeral day ; 

The deep luieU dying dovro, tlie mourners' pause 
Waiting their Saviour's welcome at the gate. — 

Sure with the words of Heaven 
Thy iplrit met u« there, 

And sought with ui along th' accustom'd way 
Tbe tiallowed porch, and entering in, beheld 
The pageant of sad joy. 
So dear to Faith and Hope. 

1 badit tbou brought a strain from Paradite 
To cheer uj, happy soul, thou badst not touched 

The sacred springs of grief 

More tenderly and true, 

Than those deep-warbled anthems, bigb^and low, 
Low ta tbe grave, high as th' Eternal Throne, 
Guiding through light and gloom 
^^ Oar mourning bnclei wild, 



^ ««««/. like wft ,„M 

Our heart, w W '"^"^^ »•» 

To that viil ''"'f ''*'' 
"^ "ctonoug lay, 

•fort Jike a w«~j„ . 




Once Uld again the tfaougbt, "for ever gone," 
Come o'«r oa like a cloud, yet, gentle sprighl. 
Thou tumest oot away. 
Thou knoirest us calm at heart. 

One look, and we have seen our laat of thee. 
Till we too ileep and our long sleep be o'er ; 

O cleanse us, ere we view 

That caunteuance pure again, 

TBon, who canat change the heart, and raise tbedead ; 

Ai Thou art by to sooth our parting hour. 
Be ready when wo meet. 
With Thy dear pardoning words. 




^^"'rs Z..p,„,,„ 



"•"OT^l. 






Sainlt Departed. 

Or, when ye tbink of Ihoae who itay 
Still tried by the world's fight, 

'Til but in lookiog for the day 
\Vliicb iboll the loit unite. 

Ye rather, elder Spirits itrong ! 

Who from the first have trod 
Thii nether iceae, tnan'i mce among, 

The while ye live to God. 

Ye hear, and ye can sympathize — 
Vain thought ! those eyes of fire 

Pierce thro' God'i works, and skill to pria 
Ye smile when we idmire. 

Ah, Saviour Lord I with Thee my hewt 

Angel nor Saint shall share ; 
To Thee 'tis known, for man Thou art. 

To looth each tumult ther«> 
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LII. 



REST. 



They are at rest : 
We may not stir the heaven of their repose 
By rude invoking voice, or prayer addrest 

In waywardness to those. 
Who in the mountain grots of Eden lie, 
And hear the fourfold river as it murmurs by. 

They hear it sweep 
In distance down the dark and savage vale ; 
But they at rocky bed, or current deep, 

Shall never more grow pale ; 
They hear, and meekly muse, as fain to know 
How longuntired, unspent, that giant stream shall flow. 

And soothing sounds 
Blend with the neighbouring waters as they glide ; 
Posted along the hunted garden's bounds, 

Angelic forms abide. 
Echoing, as words of watch, o'er lawn and grove 
The verses of that hymn which Ser«.'^\)& c\\as&.'^'cs*%^. 




Sainte Departed. 



KNOWLEDGE. 

Weep not for me ; — 
Be blithe M woDt, nor tinge with gloon 
Ttie Mreun of love that cirdes borne. 

Light beirti and free ! 

Joy in the gift* Heaven'a bounty lend* : 

Not mill my face, dear IHendi 1 

I Btill am Dear ; — 
Watching the smiles I prized on earth, 
Your convene mild, your bluneloH mirth ; 

Now, too I hear. 
Of irliiaper'd lounds the tale complete. 
Low prayera, and muaingi (ireet. 

A lea i^elore 
The Throne ia apread ; ita pure, still glan 
Picturea all earth-scenea a* they pu*. 

We, on its ibore. 
Share in the bosom of our rest, 

Goo'a knowledge, and are bint I 




While Hoiet on the Houotain lay. 
Night after nigbt, and day by day, 

Till forty guns were gone, 
Unconicious, in the Pretence bright. 
Of luitro.ut <lay and starry night, 
Ae though hia bouI had Qitted quite 

From earth, and Eden won ; 

The pageant of a Ungdom vast. 
And lliingt unutterable, pait 

Before the Prophet's eye ; 
Dread ghadom of the Eternal Throne, 
The fount of Life, and Altar-stone, 
Pavement, and them that tread thereon, 

And those wlio worship nigh. 

But lest he should his oirn forget. 
Who in the vale were atruggUng yet, 

A sadder vision came. 
Announcing all that guilty deed 
Of idol riu, that in hw n»*4 
He for the Churdt iii\%tA vi\\e>T<»^i 
And auy Heavctfi T\*\ttft*«B«- 



HIDDEN SAINTS. 



Hid are the SaiDti of God : 
Uncertified by high angelic sign ; 
Nor rument loft, nor empire'! golden rod 

Mnriu them divine. 
Tbein but the unbought air, earth's parent lod, 

And the sun's unlle benign ; — 
Christ Year* His throne within the secret heart. 
From the haughty worid apart. 



Hidden Saints. 
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They gleam amid the night, 
ChiU sluggish mists stifling the heavenly ray ; 
Fame chants the while, — old history trims his light. 

Aping the day ; 
In vain ! staid look, loud voice, and reason's might 

Forcing its learned way. 
Blind characters ! these aid us not to trace 

Christ and His princely race. 



Yet not all-hid from those 
Who watch to see ; — 'neath their dull guise of earth, 
Bright bursting gleams unwittingly disclose 

Their heaven-wrought birth. 
Meekness, love, patience, faith's serene repose ; 

And the souVs tutored mirth. 
Bidding the slow heart dance, to prove her power 

O'er self in its proud hour. 




6& Hidden Samtv. 

These are the chosen few. 
The remnant fruit of iBTgely-grattered grace. 
God «>wa in vaite, to reap whom He farpknew 

Of man'! cold race ; 
Connting on wille perrerse, in His clear view 

Of boundless time and space, 
He waits, by scant return for treasurei given. 

To Gil the thrones of heaven. 

Lord ! who can trace but Thou 
The strife obscure, 'twiit sin's soul-throllbg ipe 
And Thy sharp Spirit, now quenched, reviving i 

Or who can tell. 
Why pardon's seal stands sure on David's brow. 

Why Saul and Demas fell ? 
Oh ! lest our frail hearts in the annealing break. 

Help, for Thy mercy's aake ! 



Hidden Saints. 
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LVI. 



ISAAC. 



Many the guileless years the Patriarch spent, 
Blessed in the wife, a father's foresight chose ; 
Many the prayers and gracious deeds, which rose 

Daily thank-offerings from his pilgrim tent. 

Yet these, though written in the heavens, are rent 
From out truth's lower roll, which sternly shews 
But one sad trespass at his history's close, 

Father's, son's, mother's, and its punishment. 

Not in their brightness, but their earthly stains 

Are the true seed vouchsafed to earthly eyes. 

Sin can read sin, but dimly scans high grace, 
So we move heavenward with averted face. 

Scared into faith by warning of sin's pains ; 

And Saints are lowered, that the world may rise. 



" Tli*T flniflBl Cod in nu." 

I lAW thee ODce, ind ooaght diMeraed 

Pot stranger to admire ; 
A wrlous atpect, but It burned 

With no uneirthly fire 



Again I law, and I ci 

Thjr speech was rare and higb ; 
And j^ it vexed my burdened breait. 

And scarecl, I linew not nhy. 



I saw once more, and awe -struck gaied 
On face, and rorm, and air ; 

Ood'l living glory round thee bUied — 
A Salnt—a Saint »M there 1 
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LVIII. 

I four, leit when I come, I shall not find you luch as I would, 
and that I shall be found unto you such as ye would not. 

I DREAMED that, with a passionate complaint, 
I wished me born amid God's deeds of might ; 
And envied those who saw the presence bright 
Of gifted Prophet and strong hearted saint. 
Whom my heart loves, and fancy strives to paint. 
I turned, when straight a stranger met my sight, 
Came as my g^est, and did awhile unite 
His lot with mine, and lived without restraint. 
Courteous he was and grave, — so meek in mien. 
It seemed untrue, or told a purpose weak ; 
Yet in the mood, he could with aptness speak. 
Or with stern force, or show of feelings keen. 
Marking deep craft, methought, or hidden pride :— 
Then came a voice—" St. Paul is at thy side !" 

I 
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LIGHTING OF LAMPS. 



luoB ihiUI bun thncDn n 
» Ughnth ibe liin]» St 



« Lord, (hroughout joar goioa- 



Now the BtATi are lit in heaven, 
We must light our lamps on earth 

Everjr *tar a signal given 
From the God of our new birth : 

Ever; lamp kd «a*nrcr bEnt. 

Like the prayer of mortal Saint. 

Mark the hour, and turn tbii tray, 
Srau of Israel, hr and near I 

Wearied with the world'i dim day. 
Turn to Him whose eyes are here 

Open, watching day and night. 
Seaming unapproached light ! 




Lighting of Lamps. 

With sweet oil-dropi Id Hib hour 
Feed the branch of many lights. 

Token of protecting power, 
Pledg'd to foithful I*raeUt«s, 

Emblem ofth' anointed Home, 

When the glory deigns to come. 

Watchers of the sacred flame. 
Sons of Aaron \ serve in fear, — 

Deadly Es th' Avenger'i aim, 

Should th' unhallowed enter here ; 

Keen HI* firea, should recreaola dare 

Breathe th' pur« and fragrant air. 

There is One will bleaa yoiU' toil — 
He who comes in Heaven's attire, 

Morn by morn, with holy oil ; 
Eve by eve, with boly fire I 

Pray '. — your prayer will be allowed, 

Mingling with His incense cloud 1 




Lightin<f of IjOiiipK. 



FoLL nuDf an eve, and many a morn, 

The faoly Lamps have blazod and died; 

Tbe Boor by kneee of sinnen worn. 

The myallc Altar's golden horn. 

Age ftlUr age have witneu borne 

To Faith that OD a lingering Saviour (.Tied. 

" At evening time there ihall be light"— 
'Tvu uid of old — 'tis wrought tonlay ; 
Now, with the stoled Priest In sight, 
The perfumed embere quivering bright, 
Ere ;el the ceiling's spangled height 
The glory catch of the nen-khtdled r«; I 



highiiny of Lamps, 
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A voice not loud, but thrilling clear, 

On hearts prepared, falls benign : — 
** I am the world's true Light : who hear 
And follow Me, no darkness fear, 
Nor waning eve, nor changing year. 
The light of Life is their's : pure Light of Life divine 1* 

y. 



LXI. 



" And there were many lights in thelupper chamber where they 

were gathered together." 

He spake : He died and rose again— 

And now His Spirit lights 
The hallowed fires o'er land and main. 

And every heart invites. 



They glow : but not in gems and gold 

With cedar arched o*er ; 
But in far nooks obscure and cold, 

On many a cabin floor : 



Lightiug of Lainpi. 

When tbe true loldieri ileal an hour 

To brook the Bread of Life. 
And drink tbe draught of love tmd poirer, 

And plan the holy itrife. 

Ye humble Tapen, fearlen bum — 

Ere in the morn ye bde, 
Te ihall behold a soul return. 

Even Irom the last dim shade. 

That all ma.v know what love untold 

Attends the chosen race, 
Whom aportolic arms enfold. 

Who cliog to that embrace : 

And whereioe'er a cottage light 
Is trimmed for evcaing prayer. 

Faith may recall that wondrous night — 
Who raised the dead, is there. 
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LXII. 

Hail! gladdening Light, of His pure glory poured 

Who is th' immortal Father, heavenly, blest. 
Holiest of Holies — Jesus Christ our Lord ! 
Now we are come to the Sun's hour of rest. 
The lights of evening round us shine, 
We hymn the Father, Son, and Holy Spirit divine! 
Worthiest art Thou at all times to be sung 

With undefiled tongue, 
Son of our God, Giver of Life, alone I 
Therefore, in all the world, Thy glories. Lord, they 
own.* 

y. 



• Hynm qftheUtor fnd Century: praerved by St, Autf^Fltf . 
South. BelOjih Sacr. iii. p. 299.] 

pus Ikaeiov iyleit ZoJ^ris ai^avarov Tlarpotf 

'Iwoy Xpktti, 
tXBorris f«i rou viklov Suffiy, 
tZivTtt Put tffmtpivov* 
v/uufOvfAtv riari^a, luti Tiov, iutl ''A7ioy Tlvtv/uia 0iov, 
&f iOf %l tv maai xaipoTt vfAmiaBai puvaut oaicus 






hvfhlmg of IiHiiipn. 



THE CHIIRCHUAN TO HI8 LAMP. 

Come, twinkle in my lonely room, 
Companion true in houn of gloom ; 
Come, light me on a little ipace, 
The heavenly viiion to retrace. 
By Sainta and Angels loved so well.— 
Hy Mother's glories ere she fell. 

There was a time, my friendly Lamp, 
When, br and wide, in Jesus' camp, 
Oft ai the foe dark inroads madp. 
They watched and fasted, Vept and pray'd. 
But now, they feast and slumber on. 
And say, " Why pine o'er evil done ?" 



Then, hours of Prayer, In wrVome round. 
Par-severed hearts together bound . 
Seven times a day, on btyuled ifaut, 
Tbejr to their Saviour cried ; and we— 




Ligktmg of Lamps. 

One bow- »e find In seven loof days, 
Before our God to at and gaxe ! 

Then, lowly Lunp, a r»y like thine 
Waked half the world to hymns ditine, 
Now it is much if here and there 
One dreamer, by thy genial glare. 
Trace the dim Pa»t, and elowly climb 
The ateep of Faith's triumphant prime. 

Yet, bf Hia grace, wbote breathing gives 
Life to the binlest spark that iivef, 
I trim thee, precious Lamp, once more, 
Our Fathers' armoury to explore, 
Ajtd sort and number wistfully 
A few tnight weapons, bath'd on high. 

And may thy guidance ever tend 

Where gentle thoughts with courage blend ; 

Thy pure and steady gleaming rest 

On pages with the Cross imprest ; 

Till, tonch'd with lightning of calm leal. 

Oar Fathm' <iKrf bewt i*e feeL 
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SOBRIETY. 



LXIV. 



J^im that cicapcth ftom the sword of Jehu, ihall Eliaha sUy. 

Christ bade HU followers take the sword, 

And yet He chid the deed. 
When hasty Peter seized GUs word 

And made a foe to bleed. 

The gospel Creed, a sword of strife, 

Meek hands alone may rear : 
And ever Zeal begins its life 

In silent thought and fear. 

Te, who would weed the Vineyard's soil. 

Treasure the lesson given ; 
Lest in the judgment-books ye toil 

For Satan, not for heaven. 



Sobriety, 
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LXV. 
" Come with me, and ice my nal.for the Lobd.' 

TTiou to wax fierce 
In the cause of the Loed, 

To threat and to pierce 
With the heavenly sword ! 

Anger and Zeal, 
And the Joy of the brave. 

Who bade thee to feel, 
Sin's slave. 



The Altar's pure flame 
Consumes as it soars ; 

Faith meetly may blame, 
For it serves and adores. 

Thou wamest and smitest ! 
Yet Christ must atone 

For a soul that thou slightest — 
Thine own. 



i. 




t/XVI. 

Thy worda arc goocl, aod freely given, 
A* tboufb Uiou felt them true ; 

Friend, think thee well, to hell aod heaven 
A serioui heart ii due. 

It paint thee sore, nun's will should swerve 

In hii true path divine ; 
And yet thou venlurest nought to serve 

Thy neighbour's weal nor thine. 

Beware I such words may once be said. 

Where shame and fear unite ) 
Bnt, spoken twice, they mark instead 

A sin against the light. 



DBKDB HOT WORDS. 



Prune thou thy word*, the thoughti control 
That o'er thee iwell and throng ; 

They will condenie within tb; tool, 
And change to pnrpoK itroag. 

Btit he, who leti hii feelingt run 

In wft huurioui flow, 
Shrinki when hard lervice mutt be done, 

And faints at every woe. 

Faith'i meaneit deed more bvor bear*. 
Where hearts ind wills are weighed, 

Tlun brighteit transports, choicest prayer*, 
Which bloom their hour and Eade. 




Suliriftff. 



I hive Dflnl lo be taptiBd of ThfC, Bud eoaittt Thou 10 trw 

How dldsi thou ilan, Tbou Hoi; BaptUt, bid 
To pour repentonce on the Sinless Brow I 

Then all thy iDeekoeu, froni th; bearen hid. 
Beneath the Ascetic's port, and Preacher's Are, 

Plowed forth, and with a pang thou didst deaire 
He might be chief, not thou. 



And BO on us at whiles, it falls, to claim 
Pow«n that we fear, or dare some forward pari 

Nor mniit we shrink as cravens from the blame 
Of pride, lo common eyes, or purpose deep ; 

But with pure thought* look up to God, and k«« 
Our secret in our heart. 




AMBITION. 



SLEEP. 



Umwbiribd God, before whoie face 

The night it clear at day, 
Whilit we, poor worniB, o'er life's Bcani 

Now creep, and dow delay ; 
We with death's foretaite alternate 
Our labour's dint and torrow't weight. 
Save, iu that fever-troubled state 

When pain and eve hold tw«y. 




Jmbitio"- 



of i»ww«' 
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Thus, u « God below, 
He can control, 
And tuimonize, what leemi unin to do 
Aa severed from the irbole 
And dim); uDdentood. 

But o'er the eleincDtt 
One Hand alone 
One Hand has swa^. 
What influence day by day 
In straiter belt prevents 
The impious Ocean, tbronn 
Alternate o'er the ever-sounding shore t 
Or who has eye to trace 
How the Plague came ? 
Forerun the doublings of the Tempest's r 
Or the Air's weight and flune 
On a set scale explore ? 
Thus God has willed 
That man, when fully sUlled 







still pop*' 



ACTIVITY. 



" FndT re huTe leaiiK 



n»1r giyt. 



" GlTE any boon for peace I 
Why ihould our roir^yed Mother e'er engage 
Id the warld'l courts and on a troubled ttAge. 
From which her very call ia a releaae ? 
No ! in thi garden stand. 
And tend with piou* hand 
The donen thoa Gndett there. 
Which are thy proper care, 
O man of God 1 in meekneu and In love. 
And waiting for the btiufd realmt «)»»«.' 



90 MtivUg. 

Alu I for thou mint leun, 
Thau gvildew one ! rough is the holy hand ; 
RuD« Dot the Word of Truth through every land, 
A siTord to Mver, and • fire to burn ? 

If UeMed Paul had stayed 

In cot or learaed shade, 

With the priest's white attire, 

And the Sainta' tuneful choir. 
Men bad not gnashed their tectb, nor risen to slay. 
But thou badat been a heathen in thy day. 



LZZII. 

TiMi was, I sbrwik from what wi« r 
Rron fear of what was wrong ; 

I RDold not brave the sacred fight. 
Because the foe was strong. 

But now I oast that finer aeuM 

And sorer ibune aside ; 
Such dread of ajo was indoleDce. 

Sadi <jiii at bMvm wai prtde. 



^'*'<f to ffim. Ju ! • 

^'-ope^dCrj""""^- 

"^> We rest. 
^ »'«P. I mount where H. k 

® '**«>» when sin'. , 
„^'*-IT..^tne«!n»°"^'^'"'»"« 

*o»e on Ma-,, fc,,, "* or flame, 

K 



I 




I Aetmty. 

" Not M," He Mid ; — " huih thee, and leeli, 
Witb tboughti in prayer utd walchnil eye*, 

Hy leuoDi tent for Ibee to ipe*k, 
And u*e them w thej rite." 



THB SAItIT Ana THE HERO. 

AOBO Stint ! far off I heard 
The praiiet of th; name ; 

Thjr deed of poner, thj' •kilfol word. 
Thy leal'i triumphant flame. 

1 came and mi* ; and, having leen, 

Weak heait, I drew oOence 
From thy prompt nnile, thy i[mple mien. 
Thy lowly diligence. 

The Saint'i It not the Hero'i pniw ;— 
Thii have 1 found, and learn 

Nor ta profUM UaaTa 
Hot Iti lewt boon ti 




utxv, 

THE WATCH BT NIGHT. 



I ; and TDT lord Joib, md tha m 



u thou UtbI, ud m Oit ■Ml UnUi. 



1 wlU OM do thU (hlng.- 

The ark of God ii In the field. 
Like cloudi around the alien armle* iwe«p ; 

Each bj hii ipear, beneath hla ihield. 
In cold and dew the anointed wanion aleep. 

And can it be ? thou lieat awake, 
Sworn watchman, toulng on thy couch of down ; 

And doth thy recreant heart not mdu 
To hear the Mntriet round the I«agured town ? 



94 Ease, 

Oh dream no more of quiet life ; 
Care finds the careless out : more wise to vow 

Thine heart entire to Faith*s pure strife ; 
So peace will come, thou knowest not when or how. 

y. 

LXXVI. 

JONAH. 

'* But Jonah ro«e up to flee unto Tanhish. from the presence of 

the Lord." 

Deep in his meditative bower. 

The tranquil seer reclined ; 
Numbering the creepers of an hour, 

The gourds which o*er him twined. 

To note each plant, to rear each fruit 
Which soothes the languid sense. 

He deemed a safe refined pursuit, — 
His Lord, an indolence. 

The sudden voice was heard at length, 

<* Lift thou the prophet's rod !" 
But sloth had sapped the prophet's strength, 
I He /eared, and ftcd from Oot>. 



Ease. 95 

Next, by a fearful judgment tamed, 

He threats the offending race ; 
Goo spares ; — he murmurs, pride-inflamed. 

His threat made void by grace. 

What ? — ^pride and sloth ! man's worst of foes ! 

And can such £^sts invade 
Our choicest bliss, the green repose 

Of the sweet garden-shade ? 

I. 



LXXVII. 

JEREMIAH. 

" Oh, that I had in th» wildflman a lodgii^^lMe of wsyfiviag 
ma, that I might leare my people and go fhxn them.** 

" WoE*8 me 1'* the peaceful prophet cried, 

" Spare me this troubled life ; 
To stem man's wrath, to school his pride, 

To head the sacred strife I 



Where groves anrl flowers abound ; 

Nor eyes that grudge, nor tongues thai 

Vei the truth-haunled ground I" 

If his meek spirit erred, opprett 
That God denied repose, 

What sin is ours, to whom Heaven'i 
Is pledged, (o heal earth's woei ? 



^^e«, Self. 

Why sitteat thou on that sea-girt rock 
With downward loot and sadly dreiiiutog eye 7 

purest thou beneath with Proteus' flock 
Or with the far-bound sea-bird wouldest thou 9y 

0« Self. 
I sil upon this sea-girt roek 
With downwnrd looli and dreaming eye, 

But neither do I sport with Porteua' Sock 
Xor with the fv-bound sea-bird would 1 fly. 



I Itrt tb« (pbub M cleM- and chill 
Of yon old fiaher'* wditary oar : 

I iTitch the w&vei that rippliDg Mill 
Chase one another oVr the marble there. 

Ne-B Stlf. 

Tet from the splash of yonder oar 
Tf dreamy aound of ladneis comes to mc : 

And yon fresh waves that beat the shore. 
Hoi* merrily they splash, how merrily 1 

Old Self. 

I mourn for the delicious days, 
When those calm lounds fell on my childish ear, 

A stranger yet to the wild nays 
Of triumph and remorse, of hope and fear. 

JVno Self. 
Moomest thou, poor soul, and wouldest thou yet 
Call back the things which shall not, cannot be ? 
Heaven most be won, not dreamed : thy task is set. 
Peace was not made for earth, nor rest for thee. ' 



f>8 



Ease. 



LXXIX. 



ST. PAUL AT MELITA. 



' And wim P»ul had gathered a bundle of sticlu, and laid thein 
on the fire, there came a viper out of the beai." 

Secuhb in his prophetic strength, 

The water peril o*er, 
The many-gifted man at length 

Stepped on the promised shore. 

He trod the shore ; but not to rest. 

Nor wait till Angels came ; 
Lo ! humblest pains the Saint attest. 

The firebrands and the flame. 

But, when he felt the viper's smart. 

Then instant aid was given ; 
Christian I hence learn to do thy part, 

And leave the rest to Heaven. 




SEVERITY. 



"Am I mrbnithcT^ ksepRt" 

The time has b«en, it ieemed a precept plain 

Of the true faith, Christ's tokens to display i 
And io life's eommercc still the thought retain. 

That men have souts, and nait a judgment-dar ; 
King* used their gifts as miniaten of heaien. 
Nor stripped their seal for God, of means which God 
had glveo. 



;.l.for Adam's eldest bom 
ir practice in a sel6sh rule, 



'Tia altered now 

Has trained oi 
Each stands alone, Christ's bonds asunder torn ; 

Elach bos bis private thought, selects his school, 
Conceals his creed, and lives in closest tie 
Of fellowship with those who count it bUs^hem'i. 
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rity. 



Brotben ! ip*re reuoniag ; — men have ■ 

That ye are out of daU. and they ore 

Use Ihcir own neapons : \e\ your wordi 

Your cry be loud, till each scared boa 

Thus the Apostli^s tampd tho pagan brei 

They argued not, but pn-ai'lied i and corn 

the rpiil. 



ZEAL BEFORE LOVE. 

And woaldst Ihaii reach, raih tcholar 
Love's high unruffltd Hate ? 

Awnke ! thy easy dreams reilgn ; 
First ieam Iliee hoiv to hate. 

Haired of aln, and Zeal, and Fear, 

Lead up Ihe Hoty Hill -. 
Track Ihem, till Charily appear 

A (clf-denial (till. 



Severity. 

Feeble and talte the brightest Same 
By tboughtt levere unfed ; 

Book-lore ne'er nrved, nhen trial can 
Nor gifts, where Taith iraa dead. 



THE WRATH TO COMS. 

When first God atlrred me, and tbe Church's word 
Came as a theme of reverent search and fear, 
It little eost to own tbe lustre clear 

O'er rule she taught, and rite, and doctrine poured ; 

For conidence craved, and reason did accord. 
Yet one there was that wore a mien austere, 
And I did doubt, and, troubled, asked to bear 

Whose moutb bad Torce to edge so sharp a sword. 

M; mother oped her trait, the holy Book ; 

And healed my pang. She pointed, and I found 

Christ on Himself, considerate Master, took 

The ntlerance of that doctrine's fearful sound. 

The Fount of Love HI* servants sends to tell 

Love's deeds ; Himself reveals the i{imei'\V>^. 
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CHRISTIAN CHIVALRY. 



Lxxxiir. 



1. 



'* Silence, unworthy ! how should tones like thine 
Blend with the warnings of the good and true ? 
God hath no need of waverers round His shrine : 
What hath th* unclean with Heaven's high cause to do ?' 
Thus in the deep of many a shrinking heart 
The murmurings swell and heave of sad remorse ; 
And dull the soul, that else would keenly dart 
Fearless along her heaven-illumined course. 
But, wayward doubter, lift one glance on high ; 
What banner streams along thy destin'd way ? 



ChriKtian Chivalry. 

The pardoning Cross, — Hia Crou who deign'd to 
To cleanse th' Impure for His oim bright array. 
Wash thee in HU dear blood, and trembling weai 
Hii holy Sign, and take thy et&tion there. 



Waih tbee, and watch thine armour ; aa of old 

The duunpioni vow'd of Truth and Purity, 

Ere the bright mantle might their limbs enfold, 

Or spear of theirs in knightly combat vie, 

Three suDimer nights outwatcb'd the stars on high, 

And found the time too short for busy dreams. 

Pageants of airy prowess dawning nigh. 

And Fame far hovering with immortal beams. 

And more than prowess theirs, and more than fame -, 

No dream, hot an abiding consciousness 

Of an approving Ood, a righteous aim 

An arm outstretch 'd to guide them and to blest : 

Firm as steel bows for Angel's warfare bent 

Tliey went abroad, not knowing where they went. 
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Christian Chivalry. 



3. 



For why ? the sacred Pentecostal eve 

Had bath'd them with its own inspiring dew. 

And gleams more bright than summer sunsets leave 

Lingering well-nigh to meet the morn's fresh hue, 

Dwelt on each heart ; as erst in memory true 

The Spirit's chosen heralds o'er all lands, 

Bore the bright tongues of fire. Thus, firm and few. 

Now, in our fallen time, might faithful bands 

Move on th' eternal way, the goal in sight. 

Nor to the left hand swerve for gale or shower. 

Nor pleasure win them, wavering to the right. 

Alone with Heaven they were that awful hour, 

When their oath seal'd them to the war of Faith : 

Alone they will be in the hour of death. 

7- 
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LONELINESS. 



LXXXIV. 



THE COURSE OF TRUTH. 



** Him God nised up the third day, and shewed Him openly, 
not to all the people, but unto witnesses chosen before of God." 



When royal Truth, released from mortal throes. 
Burst His brief slumber, and triumphant rose, 
111 had the Holiest sued 
A patron multitude. 
Or courted Tetrarch's eye, or claimed to rule 
By the world's winning grace, or proofs from learned 
school. 



106 Lonelhu'ss, 

But, robing Him in viewless air. He told 
His secret to a few of meanest mould ; 
They in their turn imparted 
The gift to men pure-hearted. 
While the brute many heard His mysteries high. 
As some strange fearful tongue, and crouched they 
knew not why. 

Still is the might of Truth, as it has been : 
Lodged in the few, obeyed, and yet unseen. 
Reared on lone heights, and rare. 
His sainU their watch-flame bear. 
And the mad world sees the wide-circling blaze, 
Vain-searching whence it streams, and how to quench 
its rays. 

LXXXV. 

Time was, though truth eterne 1 felt my creed. 
That, when men smiled and said, *'thy words are 

strong. 
But others think not thus ; and dar*st thou plead 
That thou art right, and all beside thee wrong ?*' 
I Bhrunk abashed, nor dared l\\e VYv«tiv« vt^lotii^. 
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Nun, in that creed's moit high and holy itrein 
Led to revere the Chureb'a aolemn Mae, 
The calm, dear accents of the choiea Oae. 
CaaiaT's myitic Bride, ordained with Him to reign, 
I hear with pitying sigh such taunts profene ; 
Taught that my faith, in hers, is based secure 
On the unahakeD Rock, that shall for aye endure. 



TUB WATCIIHIN. 
" QuU jmi Klu mn, bg ftning.' 

Paint not, and fret not, for threatened noe, 
Watchman on Truth's grey height ! 

Few though Ibe bitbful, and fierce though the toe, 
Weakneu is aye Heaven's might 

Infidel Ammon and niggard Tyre, 

Ill-attuned pair, unite i 
Some work for lore, and some work far hire. 

But weakneM ihall be Heaven's might I 
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Lonelinesa. 



Eli*8 feebleness, Saul's black wrath, 

May aid Ahitophers spite ; 
And prayers from Gerizim, and curses from Gath. 

Our weakness shall be Heaven's might 

Quail not, and quake not, thou Warder bold. 

Be there no friend in sight ; 
Turn thee to question the days of old. 

When weakness was aye Heaven's might. 

Moses was one, yet he stayed the sin 
Of the host, in the Presence bright ; 

And Elias scorned the Carmel-din, 

When Baal would scan Heaven's might. 

Time's years are many. Eternity one. 

And one is the Infinite : 
The chosen are few, few the deeds well done, 

So scantness is still Heaven's might. 





VEXATIONS. 

Each trial hai iti weight ; nrhich, nhoso bean 
Knows his own woe, and need of tuccoaring 

grace: 
The martyr's hope half wipes aira; the trace 
or flowing blood ; the while life's humblest caret 
Smart more, because they hold in Hoi; Writ no place. 

This be my comfort, iu these days of grief. 
Which is not Christ's, nor forms heroic Ule. 
Apart from Him, if not a sparrow fail. 

Hay not He pitying view, and send relief 
When foes or friends perplex, and peevish thought* 

Then keep good heart ; nor take the selfwise course 
Oflliomas, whoinust <ee ere he would trust. 
Faith will fill up God's word, not poorly just 

To the bare letter, heedless of its force. 
Bat wilking by its light amid earth's sun and dutt. 




COMMUNE DOCTORUI 



;ncc seronely burn 
■e Truth and Virtue b 
ira undcfiled : 



Hail, glorioua L[ghtB, kindled at God's own 
Salt of Ihr: nalioni — whcnt^t! the soul imbue 
Savours of Godhead, virtues pure oad true, 
So that all die not — h 
Id their bright Orbs ( 
Puttiog on virgin hoii 
Bounteaits by you the World's Deliverer milt 
Of treasured Wiidoin deals His stores untolii 
Hail ! channels nhere the tivin;; waters flow, 
Whence the Redeemer's field shews fitir, and 
The golden harvests ; ye from realms above 
Bring meat for nanty heart*, and milk far 




Commune Doetorunt. 1 1 1 

Theu bear, great Ood, Thy aword and ihield ; 
Theie rear th' etemBl Palace Hall ; 
Skill'd with oae hand Thine arms to vrield. 

With one xa build Thy Wall. 
Ye in your bright celettial panoply 

O'ercame dark Heresy : 
And when her brood from Stygian night 

Benew the fight. 
We too may grasp your arrows bright. 
E'en tilt this hour we combat in your mail, 
And with do doubtful end, — we combat and pr«vul. 
Hail I Heavenly Truth, guiding the pen 

Of wise and holy meu ; 
To thee, though thou be roicelets, doth belong 

A spirit's tongue. 
Which, in the heart's deep home, utteretb a song.* 

i 

*/From tlu ParU BrnUrt-l 



1 1 2 Commune Doctor um. 



LXXXIX. 

THE GREEK FATHERS. 

Lkt others sing thy heathen praise, 
Fallen Greece ! the thought of holier days 



Per ▼(>■ Relligio, tutaque Veritas 
Per ▼(>■ ▼irgineit fulget honoribui : 
Per vot Chriitus amat pandere divitas 

Thetauroe Sapientlc 
Vestrit unda fluit pura caoalibut; 
Chritti floret ager ; munda nitet legci ; 
Lac aptum pueriiet solid um viris 
— Cauti sufllcitis cibum* 
Hi sunt, Summe Deus, qui tilri militant : 
Hi sunt qui stabiles cdiflcant domos: 
Uni docta oohors anna tenet nuinu. 

Mures constniit altertf. 
Vidstis Stygias tos quibus Haereses, 
HsBC nos acdpimus tela euperstites: 
His pugnamus adhue, nee dubio exltu. 

His amis quoque vincimus. 
Sit suprema tiM gloria, Veritas. 
Que per seripta Patruin« quando foris sonas, 
Nullo, ▼ocn egens, corda doces sono; 

£t te mentibus inserts. 




Commune Daelorum. 

Id my ud heart abides ; 
For song of thinr in Truth'i first hour 
Were tongues and ireapona of Hii power. 
Born of the Spirit's fiery shower, 

Our fathers and our guides. 

All thine is Clement't T«Hed (wge ; 
And DioDfsius, ruler sage, . 
In days of doubt and pain ; 
And Origeo with eagle eye i 
And i^ntljr Basil'* purpose high 
To amite imperial heresy. 

And cleanse the Allar'a stain. 

From thee tbe glorious Preacher came. 
With soul of zeal and lips of flame, 

A court's stern martyr-gueit ; 
And thine, O ineihaustite race I 
Was Natlanzen's heaven-taught grace ; 
And TOfal-hearted Athanase, 

With Paul's onn mantle blest. 



\4 



Cofti 



,„^,, Doctor^^^'^ 



%c. 



CLBMBST- 

nf whose bngW ey ^ete 

V?i* o*« "°_ ^e beauuftd. 1» 
«**^'^° .tJ«one up *e heavenly • 

Tl left a fca«r«'«« °° ^^i. u.ve S»pre«e. 
Xt.a.ceU.U^^J;Se,euee.i»<l-- ._ 




Commune Doelorum. 



omoKN. 



Imto God'i word u in ■ palace TaLr 
Thou letdett on and on, while itill befond 
Each chamber, toudi'd by holy witdon'* wand, 
AoDther <^>, more beautifiil and rare. 
And than in eaoh art kneeling down in prayer. 
From link to link of that myiterlDui bond 
Seeking for Cbritt ; but oh, I Tear thj fond 
And beautiful torch that with so bright a glare 
Llghteth up all Ihlngs, lest thy heaven-lit brand 
And thy lerene Philosophy divine 
Should take the colourbgi of earthly thought, 
JLnd I, by their aweet imagee o'er-wrought. 
Led by weak Fancy ihould let go Trutb'a hand 
And mlia the way Into the inner ihrine. 
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XCII. 
ATHANASIUS. 

When shall our noiihern Church her champion see. 

Raised by divine decree, 
To shield the Ancient Truth at his own harm ' . • . 

Like him who stayed the arm 
Of tyrannous power, and learning's sophist-toae, 

Keen-visioned Seer, alone. 

The many crouched before an idol-priest. 

Lord of the world's rank feast. 

In the dark night, mid the saints' trial sore. 
He stood, then bowed before 

The Holy Mysteries, — he their meetest sign. 
Weak vessel, yet divine/ 

Cyprian is ours, since the high-souled primate laid 
Under the traitorous blade 

« VId. the acooant of Syrianua breaking into hit Chinch. 
Tbeodant Hiit, iJ. 13. 
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His tUvered bead. And CliryiotUiin we claim 
In that clear eloquent flame 

And deep-taught leal !□ the aame WM, wbich ahone 
Bright round a Martyr's tliroiie. 

And Ambrose reared his croiler ai of old, 
Leu hononred, but ai bold. 

When in dark times our champion crotaed a Uug : — 
But ^od in every thin^ 

Comes as ill's cure. Dim Future ! shall ne nebd 
A prophet for Truth's Creed ? 



GREGORIUS THBOLOOUS. 

Peace-lotinq man, of humble heart and true I 

What dost thou here ? 
Fierce is the city's crowd ; the lordly few 

Are dull of ear I 
Sore pain it was to thee, till thou didst quit 
Thy patriarch-throne at length, aa though for power 
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So works the All-wise ! our services dividing 

Not as we ask ; 
For the world's profit, by our gifts deciding 

Our duty-task. 
See in king's courts loth Jeremiah plead ; 
And slow-tongued Moses rule by eloquence of deed I 

Tes ! thou, bright Angel of the East, didst rear 

The Cross divine, 
Borne high upon thy clear-voiced accents, where 

Men mocked the Sign ; 
Till that cold city heard thy battle-cry. 
And hearts were stirred, and deemed a Pentecost 
was nigh. 

Thou couldst a people raise, but couldst not rule : — 

So, gentle one 
Heaven broke at last the consecrated tool 

Whose work was done ; 
According thee the lot thou lovedst best. 
To muse upon times past, — to serve, yet be at rest. 




Commune Doelorum. 



BASIL. 



BekutlfiU flow«Ti round Wlidom'i wcret well. 
Deep bol; tfaoughti of penitential lore. 
But dreued with imBgei (rain Nature') ttore. 
Handmaid of Piety. Like thine own cell 
By PonUc mountain nildi and shaggy fell. 

Great Baiii ) there, within thy lonely door, 
Watching and Fait and Prayer and Penance dwell. 
And iteraly nuraed Affectioni heaTenward aoar. 
Without are setting *ud* and mmmer ikiei, 
Ravine, rock, wood and fountain melodiea ; 
And Earth and Heaven, holding comnmnion sweet. 
Teen with wild beauty. Such thy calm retreat. 
Bleat Saint 1 and of tbyielf an emblem meet. 
All blr without, within all «tem and wlie. 
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xcv. 

THK AFRICAN CHURCH. 

The gifts and calling of God are without repentance. 

The lions prowl around, thy grave to guard. 

And Moslem prayers proline 
At morn and eve come sounding : yet unscar'd 

The Holy Shades remain : — 
Cyprian, thy chief of watchmen, wise and bold. 

Trusting the lore of his own loyal heart. 
And Cyprian's Master, as in age high-soul'd. 

Yet choosing as in youth the better part. 
There, too, unwearied Austin, thy keen gaze 

On Atlas* steep, a thousand years and more. 
Dwells, waiting for the first rekindling rays. 

When Truth upon the solitary shore 
For the fsll'n West may light his beacon aa of yore. 

y. 



"Ttw night U futpmtr the day laalhnd-'' 

Vo:cE of the wiae of old ! 
Go breathe thy thrilling nhispers now 
In cell* where learned ejres hu vi^i hold, 

And teach proud Scieoce where to vail her brow. 

Voice of the meekest man I 
Now while the Church for combat arms, 
Calmly do thou confirm her awful ban, 

Thy wordi to her be conquering, soothing 



Voice of the fearlets Saint '. 
fiing like a trump, where gentle hearts 
Beat high for Truth, but, doubting, cower and taint:—. 
Tell them, the hour Is come, and they uuit take 
their part*. 
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THE RULE OF FAITH. 



XCVII. 



Quod sanper* quod ulrique, quel ab omnitmi. 



1. 

Truth throagh the Sacred Volume hidden lies* 
And spreads from end to end her secret wing. 
Through ritual, type, and storied mysteries. 
From this or that, when Error points her sting, 
From all her holds, Truth's stern defences spring. 
And Text to Text the full accordance bears. 
Through every page the Universal King, 
From Eden's loss unto the end of years. 
From East unto the West, the Son of Man appears. 
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2. 
Thai, nhen liie made the Church her btllowed •brine. 
Founded on Jeuii ChiiM the corner itone. 
With Prophet! and Apoitlei aod the Line 
Of ordered Mloiiten, Truth ever one. 
Not here or there, but Id the whole hath thou*. 
Whilit Heresie* ariie or varf iog clime 
And varring form and coiour, the true Sun. 
One and the lame through all advancing time. 
The Whole Hii Mansion makea, vait, uniform, mblime. 



Mark, how each Creed standi in that Teit reveal'd, 
Romiib, and Swisi, and Lutheran novelties t 
Ai in the light of Spenier'a magic shield,* 
Paliehood leta fall her poisoned cup and flies, 
Rome's seven-headed monster seei and dies I 
New forma of Schism which changing times supply. 
Behold the uowouted light In wild lurpriae. 
In darlinesA bold, bright-shining arms they spy. 
And down their Parent'smouth the Impsof Error hie tf 

• The Fury Qiinn, B. i. c. HU.tl. «K.\.tA.V&- 
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The Rule of Faith, 



4. 

The Church her ample bosom may expand, 

Again contract, — may open far and wide 

Her tent, extend her cords, on either hand 

Break forth, again into herself subside ; 

Alike with her Faith's oracles abide, 

Revered by fickle worshipper or 8pum*d. 

Oft faint, ne'er lost, the Lamp by Heaven supplied. 

Oft dimm'd by envious mists, ne'er undiscern'd, 

Grod's Witness, thro'all time, hath in His Temple bum'd. 

5. 

O Holy Truth, whene'er thy voice ift heard, 

A thousand echoes answer to the call ; 

Tho' oft inaudible thy gentle word, 

While we regard not. Take mc from the thrall 

Of passionate Hopes, be thou my All in All ; 

So may Obedience lead me by the hand 

Into thine inner shrine and secret hall. 

Thence hath thy voice gone forth o'er Sea and Land, 

And all that voice may hear, — ]f\xi none can understand. 




The Ruk of Faith. 



Save the obedient. From both love and h&te. 
Affections vile, low csret, and envy'i blight. 
And controveraial leanings and debate. 
Save me '. from earthly film my mental sight 
Purge thou, make my whole body full of Light t 
So may my eyes from all things Truth convey. 
My ears in all thy lessons read aright. 
My dull heart understand, and I obey, 
FoUoniDg where'er the Church hath nurk'd the 
Ancient Way. 
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DISSENT 



XCVIII. 

" Th«t we should earnestly cnntend for the fiiith that 
[for all] deliTered unto the ninta.'*— St. Jude* 9. 



One only Way to life ; 
One Faith, delivered once for all ; 
One holy Band, endow'd with Heaven's high call ; 

One earnest, endless Strife ; — 
This is the Church th' Eternal fram*d of old. 



Smooth open ways, good store ; 
A creed for every clime and age 
By Mammon's touch new moulded o'er and o'er ; 

No cross, no war to wage ; — 
This is the church our earth-dimm'd eyes behold. 



Dissent, 
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But ways must have an end, 
Creeds undergo the trial-flame. 
Nor with th' impure the Saints for ever blend, 

Heaven's glory with our shame : — 
Think on that hour, and chuse 'twixt soft and bold. 

y. 



xcix. 

IDOLATRY AND DISSENT. 

«« The thiiig that hath been, it if that which shall be; and that 
which is done is that which shall be done ; and there is no new 
thing under the sun*" 



" The thing that hath been, it shall be." 

Through every clime and age 
Doth haughty man, 'gainst Heav'n's decree. 

The same mad warfare wage ; 
Deeming, of old, the homage shame 
Which One on High of right could claim, 

N 



128 



Dissent. 



Loathing a power that based not still 
Its throne upon his own wild will, 
Gods whom he chose, and made, he served alone 
And worshipped his own pride, in blocks of wood and 
stone. 



** The thing that hath been, it shall be." 

The self-same pride this hour 
Bids headstrong myriads round us flee 

The Church's sheltering bower. 
Man, still unchanged, and still afraid 

Of power by human hands unmade. 

For all her A]tar*s rights divine. 

Will name his priest, will chuse hii shrine ; 
And votaries, doomed in other days to bow 
Within the idol's fane, throng the false prophet's now. 




c. 



Whin I would touch the truth* that la me bona. 
And mould Ihom into rule and argument, 

A hundred reauDere cried ;— " Hut thou to leun 
" Tboie dreams an scattered ootr, tfaoM fire* 
are spent ?" 

And, did I mount.to Bimpler thoughts aod tr; 

Some theme of peace, 'twas still the same reply. 

Perplexed, I hoped my heart was pu re of guile. 
But judged me weak in wit, to disagree ; 

But DOW I see, that men were mod awhile. 

And jojr the agb to coke will think with me ; 

'Tia the old history ;— .Truth without a home. 

Despised and slain,— then, rising Irom the tomb. 
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CI. 



" I Mw all Imd icatterad upon the hilb, ■■ iheep that have no 

aihepherd.** 

PooE wanderers, ye are sore distrest 
To find that path which Christ has blest 

Tracked by His saintly throng ; 
Each claims to trust his own weak will. 
Blind idol ! — so ye lang^sh still, 

All wranglers, and all wrong. 

He saw of old, and met your need. 
Granting you prophets of His creed. 

The throes of fear to suage ; 
They fenced the rich bequest He made. 
And sacred hands have safe conveyed 

Their charge from age to age. 

Wanderers ! come home 1 when erring most 
Christ's Church aye kept the faith, nor lost 

One grain of Holy Truth : 
She ne'er has erred as those ye trust. 
And now shall lift her from the dust, 

And A£iOK as in her youth ! 



RELIGIOUS STATES. 



FAITH. 



We tre not children of a guiltf sire. 

Since Not >l«pt from out hii irave-loued home, 
And B itern baptlim Suihed eulh'i faded bloom. 
Not that the heavenB then cleared, or cherub's Bra 
Prom Eden't portaJ did at once retire ; 
But thoughts were stirred of Him who was to come, 
Whose rainbow hues so streaked the o'ersbodowing 
gloom, 
That faith could e'en that desolate scene admire. 
The Lord has come and gone ; aod now we wait 
The second substance of the deluge type. 
When our alight ark shall cross a. molten surge ; 
So, while the gross earth melts, for judgment ripe. 
Ne'er with iu haughty turreU to emerge. 
We shall moont up to Sdeu's long lost gate- 

J, 




HBATHEMISN. 



Hid B«l«k'« migic Grei ' 
The Spirit ipake, cleir ai in Israel ; 
With prajen uotrue and covetoui deiirei 

Did Ood voncbufe to dwell j 
Who lummoiied drewni. His earlier word to bring 
To holy Job's veied hiendi, tod Gua'i guUalMi 

Ung. 

If luch o'erflowiog grace 
From Aaron'e vest e'en on the Sibyl ran, 
Why should we fear, the 9on now lacks His placo 

Where roams unchristened man ? 
Ai tho', when (alth is keen. He cannot make 
Bread of the very stones, orthint withathetiUe. 




Rel^louK Statet. 



O piteous race I 

Fearful to look upon, 

Ooce standiog in higb place, 

HeBven's eldeit son. 

aged blind 

Unreaerable I ai thou flttteat bf , 

I liken thee to bim in pagan long. 

In tby gauat m^jeU]', 
The vagrant King, of baughty-purpoaed mind 
Whom prayer nor plague could bend i* 
Wronged, at the cost of him who did tlie wrong. 
Accursed himself, but in his coning ttrong. 
And honoured in bis end. 

■ VM* Ihi (Edlpui Coknnii of SophodK 



1 ai Religwus States, 

O Abraham 1 sire 
Shamed hi thy progeny ; 
Who to thy faith aspire, 
Thy Hope deny. 
Well wast thou given 
From out the heathen an adopted heir, 
Raised strangely from the dead, when sin had slain 

Thy former-cherished care. 
O holy men, ye first-wrought gema of heaven 1 
Polluted in your kin, 
Come to our fonts, your lustre to regain. 
O Holiest Lord ! . . . . but Thou canst take no stain 
Of blood, or taint of sin. 

Twice in their day 
Proffer of precious cost 
Was made. Heaven's hand to stay 
Ere all was lost. 
The first prevail'd ; 
Moses was outcast from the promised home. 
For his own sin, yet taken at hit prayer 

To change his people's doom. 
C\o9e on their eve, one other asked and fidled ; 



^ 



Retigunu Slates. 

When fervent Paul »u ftia 
The accuned tree, M Chbiht had borne, t 
No hopeful answer came,^^ Price more ri 

Alread; shed in vain. 



SUPEItSTITlon. 
O Lord and Chriit, Tby Cburchea of the loutli 
So ihudder, when the; *ee 
The two-edged iRord sharp-iuuing from Th; month, 
Aa to fall back Tram Thee. 
And aeek to charmi of man, or sainta above, 
To atd them tig«iiitt Thee, Thou Fount of grace Hnd 

But I before Thine awful ejes mil go 
And Srml; fix me there. 
In my full ihtune ; not bent mj doom to know. 
Not hdntlng with despair i 
Not fearing leai than they, but deeming tare. 
If e'en Thy Name ^tatl bil, nought my baae heart 
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Religious States, 



cvi. 



SCHISM. 



O RAIL not at our brethren of the North, 

Albeit Samaria finds her likeness there ; 
A self-formed Priesthood, and the Church cast forth 
To the chill mountain air. 

What though their fathers sinned, and lost the grace 

Which seals the Holy Apostolic Line ? 
Christ's love o*erflow8 the bounds His Prophets trace 
In His revealed design. 



Israel had Seers ; to them the Word is nigh ; 

Shall not that Word run forth, and gladness g^ve 
To many a Shunamite, till in His eye 
The full Seven thousand live ? 
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evil. 



LIBBRALISM. 



** Jehu destroyed Baal out of Israri. Howbeit from the dos of 
Jeroboam Jehu departed not tnm after them, to wit* the foklen 
calvea that were in Bethel, and that were in Dan." 

Te cannot halve the Gospel of God's grace ; 

Men of presumptuous heart ! I know you well. 

Ye are of those who plan that we should dwell, 
Each in his tranquil home and holy place ; 
Seeing the Word refines all natures rude, 
And tames the stirring^ of the multitude. 

And ye have caught some echoes of its lore, 

As heralded amid the joyous choirs ; 

Te marked it spoke of peace, chastised desires, 
Good-win and mercy, — and ye heard no more ; 
But, as for zeal and quick-eyed sanctity, 
And the dread depths of grace, ye passed thfixsv^'^* 



las 



Religious States. 



And so ye halve the Truth ; for ye in heart. 
At best, are doubters whether it be true. 
The theme discarding, as unmeet for you, 
Statesmen or Sages. O new-ventured art 
Of the ancient Foe I — but what, if it extends 
O'er our own camp» and rules amid our friends ? 



CVIII. 



APOSTASY. 



France 1 I will think of thee, as what thou wast. 
When Poictiers showed her zeal for the true creed 

Or in that age, when holy truth, tho* cast 
On a rank soil, yet was a thriving seed, 

Thy schools within, from neighbour countries chased 
£*en of thy pagan day I bear to read. 

Thy Martyrs sanctified the guilty host. 

The sons of blessed John, reared on a western coast 
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■ I daiw not think of thee, u what thou iirt. 

Leit thought! too deep (or rout ihoald trouble me. 
It ii not ufe to pUce the mind tnd he«>t 

On brinii of evil, or its flamei to Me i 
Le«t they thould diuf , or some taint Imput, 

Or to our tin a &w:iuatioD t>e. 
And lo \>j silence I will now proclaim 
Hue of tliy preaent Bclf, and scarce will lound thy 



CONVRRSIC 



Onci can with men of language strange 
And foreiBQ-moulded creed, 

I marked their random convene change, 
And tacred themei succeed. 
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Religious States. 



O how I coveted the gift 
To thread their mingled throng 

Of sounds, then high my witness lift ! 
But weakness chained my tongue. 



LfOrd ! has our dearth of faith and prayer 
Lost us this power once g^ven. 

Or is it sent at seasons rare 
And then flits back to heaven ? 



I. 
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MOTHER AND CHILD. 



ex. 



** When my Father and my mother fonake me, the Lord taketh 

me up." 

Mother ! and hast thou left thy child 
With winds unpitying in the wild, 
Stretching his feeble arms from far, 
Where coldly sets the Western Star ;• 
And is thy fostering bosom dry ? 



My Child ! upon me is a chain, 
Mid those who have our Master slain ; 
And signs I see of coming war. 
Tempestuously it broods afar, — 
The night in silence drivcth by. 

• Canada. 



L 



12 Mother and ChUd. 

Holherl wbtte'er betide thee, save 
The Robe and Anna He dying gttte ; 
That, thee to keep, ■ sbeit«riDg duuin,- 
And theie, th; foes, from their owd ban 
watch them wisely, warily ! 

Hy Child 1 I hold them bUII. but they 
Would those Immortal Anns essay, 
And rend my iheltering Robe in twain ; 
But By« with me ihall they remain,— 
With them 1 live, with them I die ! 

Mother ! tis l«t«, with fear I cope. 
And from my dangers gather hope : 
The world grows sere, and I my bed 
Have made of leaves aroond me shed. 
Till come the Day-spiing from oo h 

My Child I whate'er shall me betide 
An Aogel's face i« at thy side ; 
He, who unld the Arabian wild 
Did with the mother save the child. 

Doth o'er thee lean, and hear thy erj 




Mother ami Child. W 

Mother '. tome Hand, through aky, o'er aao, 
Leadi nuidering bird« protsctingly, 
Mid floaUog piles, and oceui Aaxk, 
That Hand will guide thy homeleu bark ; 
Then leave them to their enmity. 

My Child ! shall mine roraaken be. 
That I may feed thy Qock with thee ? 
Tet know, ere they shall me bereave 
Of mine one Arms, yea, though 1 Brieve, 
Unto thine icy hUK I fly. 

Mother ! our sun hatb gone to ren. 
But left behind a gleaming vest ; 
It Ilea (he wettern sky along, 
And round me comes a starry throng, 

From out our Father's house on high. 

My Child > as darker grom the night. 
Good Angels thus shall o'er thee light ; 
And Memory, true to Him tbat'a gone, 
Shall take his torch and lead thee on, 
A Moon unfelt, but calm and nigh. 
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THE ANGEL OF THE CHURCH. 



CXI. 



I. 



Why is our glorious Angel seen to mourn. 

With earth-bent brow forlorn ? 
Wliy hangs the cold tear on his cheeks ? 

Ah me ! his silence speaks ; 
It is the Spoiler s parricidal hand, 

And the apostate land. 
Which would herself God's candlestick displace. 

And put aside her cup of grace : 
Hence, darkly gleaming through the nightly grove, 
Bow*d down in pitying love. 
Thou hearest all alone. 
The short precursive moan. 
When in their mountain lair th' awakening thunders 
move. 




The Angel of Ike Church. 



" Not tor the Spoiler'a parricidal hand, 

Nor the tpoilate land, 
Thai I an du-kly seen la moum. 
With earth-bent bron forlorn ; 
But that the widowed Cfaurcb, in hour of pride, 

Her lackcloth laid aside. 
Slumbering in Canaan's camp, and wakes to mourn 

Her ancient Btrength and glory shorn. 
Where are thy neekly faMs ? Thy vigils where ? 
Therefore each wandering air. 
Comes o'er thee desolate ; 
And ere it reach Heaven's gate, 
Btowi frVBtrate o'er the earth thy feeble-hearted 
prayer." 



The flood-gates on me open wide. 

And headlong rushes in the turbulent tide 

Of lusts and heresies I a motley troop Ihey come ; 
And old imperial Rome 



1 46 Tlie Angel of the Church, 

Looks up, and lifts again half-dead 

Her seven-horned head ; 
And Schism and Superstition, near and Car, 
Blend in one pestilent star, 
And shake their horrid locks against the Saints to 
war. 



** Not for the flood-gates opening wide, 

I fear, nor for the turbulent rushing tide ; 
But for the Church, so loth at her mysterious board, 

To see her present Lord. 
Therefore, around thine Altars deep. 

The Angels bow and weep ; 
Or oh, in strength of Heaven's ennobling might. 

How should we see the light ! 
And one a thousand chase, ten thousand turn to 
flight !" 
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The Angel of Ou- Church. 



Again I hear thy pUintive tale 

Id the autumnd gale ; 
But, lince thou paised'it through the Srca, 

With our old martyr Sirea, 
Thou aeem'at aa one escaped th« flame, 
But looking back Tor lomethtng left behind ; 
The unahackled high reaoke, the holier aim. 
Single-eyed faith in loyalty reaign'd. 

And heart-deep pmyert of earlier yean. 
And, alnce that popular billow o'er thee pait. 
Which thine own Ken from out the vineyard caat. 
Now e'en far more 
Than then of yore 
An altered mien thy holy aipect neara. 
And oft thy half-averted brow 
Doth seem io act to go. 
With hair out- iprcading wlnga. 
And foot llint heav?n-ward springa : 
Therefore (o thee I (traw, by ftor made bold, 
And atrive with suppliant hand thy mantle iklrts to 
hold- 
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6. 

** Can they who flock to Freedom's shrine, 
Themselves to me resign ? 
There lift the Heav'n-defying brow, 
And here in meekness bow ? 
There to put on the soul aggrieved. 
And attitude their high deserts to claim ; 
Here kneel from their deserts to be relieved. 
Claim nothing but the cross, and their own sham* 

And now, behold and see 
In holy place the abomination stands, 
Whose breath hath desolated Christian lands, 
In semblance fair. 
And saint-like air. 
The Antichrist of heathen liberty I 
E'en on Religion's hallowed ground. 
He hath his altar found ; 
And now ere winter's net 
Is o'er thy pathway set, 
Haste and arise, to Judah's mountains flee 
And drink the untainted fount of pure Antiquity.** 




LET US DEPART HENCE.' 



1b there no BOund about oar AlUri heard 
Ot gliding forma that long have watched in vain 
For ilumbering discipline to break her chain. 

And ajm the bolt by llieodoiiua feared ? 

" Let UB depart i— theae Engliib bouIb are Beared, 
Who. for one grasp of perlahabte gold, 
Would braTC the curw by holy men of old 

Laid on the robbera of the Bhrinea they reared ; 




.~ nee "" .n OTB?' 









Jjet tia depart hrnre. 



"And thef who grudge the OmDipotent Hii praUe, 

Wbit wonder U they grudge the dead hl> hope ? 

The irreverent renlei* eye findi room and icape, 
E'en by the grave, to wrangle, pry, and gaie. 
Heaven In ilj mercy hidei, but man displayi ; 

Heaven throwi ■ gleam, where they would darken 
all; 

A ihade, where they, forgetting worm and pall. 
Sing triumph ; Otej excite, but Heaven allay*. 
Alaj, for England's mournen, if denied 
The toothing tonea of Hope, though faint and low. 
Or awoln up high, with partial taarleii pride '. 
Better in lilence bide their dead, and go. 
Than ling a hopelets dirge, or coldly ebide 
The faith that owni releaie from earthly woe. 
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cxv. 



(Len^ qf the Prayer**) 



*' But Faith is cold, and wilful men are strongs 
And the blithe world, with bells and harness proud. 
Rides tinkling by, so musical and loud» 

It drowns the Eternal Word, the Angelic Song ; 

And one by one the weary listless throng 
Steals out of Church, and leaves the Choir unseen 
Of fringed Guards to weep, where prayer had been. 

That souls immortal find that hour too long. 

Most fatal token of a falling age ! 

Wit ever busy, Learning ever new, 

Unsleeping Fancy, Eloquence untired ; — 

Prayer only dull ! The Saints' and Martyrs' page 

A tedious scroll ; the scorned and faithful few 

Left to bewail such beauty undesired." 

y. 




Lei »« depart hence. 



SoQB of our Mother I luch the Indignant itrain 

Might haptfitiike, thii hour, « pastor 't ear, 
Purged to dlBcem, for once, the aerUl train 

or heavenly CeoUnels yet lingering here ; 

And what if, blending with the chant austere, 
A toft iDviting note attune the cloie 7 

" We go ;-_hut faithful hearti will Ond ui near. 
Who cling beiide their Mother Id her woes. 
Who love the Rites that erst their fathers loved, 
Nor tire of David't HymQ, and Jkbdh' Prayer : — 
Their quiet Altars, wheresoe'er removed. 
Shall clear with incense sweet the unholy air ; 
In persecution safe, in scorn approved. 
Angels, and He who rules them, will be there," 




CAPTIVITY. 



(« 



CXVII. 



Maay ihaJl run to andffro, and knowledge shall be li 



The&b is one only Bond in the wide earth 
Of lawful use to join the earth in one ; 
Bat in these weary times, the restless mn 
E'en to its distant verge, and so give birth 
To other friendships, and joint-works to bind 
Their hearts to the unclean whom there they find. 



And so is cast upon the face of things 
A. many webs to fetter down the Tmth ; 
While the vexed Church, which gave in her ft 
youth 

Prime pattern of the might which order brings. 
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But dimly ugnaU to ber ditUmt Med, 

There itroDKeBt found, where dwkett in her creed. 

O (bame ! that Chriitun joini with InSdel 
In learned search and curiotu-ieemtDg art ! 
Bum we our booki, ao Chriat'i we be in heart. 
Sooner than heaven should court the praise of hell t 
Self-flattering age I to whom shall 1 not seem 
Pained with hot thoughu, the preacher of a dream ? 



It f%9n1aCloci> aod (o «at thb^ 



Weef, Mother mine, and veil thine eyes with shame t 

What was thy siD of old, 
That men now give thy awful-sounding name 

To the blse prophet'i fold ? 

Whose flock thy crosier claim. 
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""^ , «•. true fla«e «erene. 

Have dlt^n^edi^, I, Heaven* 

'''\„«e and work. aPP«« 

T^y charge a ^^^, 

j^fe, thou '»«»*«"" 



). 



,„„„ o lx.r4 of gT»«'' 
-A Thy tw* ^*^ 




Captitily. 



Id a forced Erleiidihip linked with Belial here ; 

With HvniDOn'i brand of care, 

And Baal pleading fair, 
And the dog-breed wbo at Thj' Temple jeer ? 

Ho« long, O Lord, how long 

Shall Coiar do tu wrong. 
Laid but aa atep* to throne hia mortal power ? 

While e'en our Angela itand 

With helpleaa voice and band. 
Scorned bf proud Haman, in bla trijmpb-hour. 

Til aaid our teer* diacern 

The deitined bickeringi atem. 
In the dim distance, of Thy Bery train. 

O nerve ua in-that woe ! 

For, where Thy wheela iball go. 
We muit be tried, the while Thj foes are tUn. 
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cxx. 

« I will give power unto My two witnenes, and they ihall 

prophesy.** 

How shall a child of God fuiai 
His vow to cleanse bis soul from ill. 
And raise on high his baptism-light. 
Like Aaron's seed in ritual white, 
And holy-tempered Nazarite ? 

First) let him shun the haunts of vice, 
Sin-feast, or heathen sacrifice ; 
Fearing the board of wealthy pride. 
Or heretic, self-trusting guide. 
Or where the adulterer's smiles preside. 

Next, as be threads the maze of men, 
Aye must he lift his witness, when 
A sin is spoke in Heaven's dread face. 
And none at hand of higher grace 
The Cross to carry in his place. 




But if he hear* and ilu Mm itUl, 
Fint, he wUl low his hate of ill ; 
Next, few of •Inning, after hate : 

SmalL tint his heart then deiecrate. 

And last, deapair persuades to great. 
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JEREMIAH. 

CXXI. 

** Thou fallest away to the Chaldeans." 

They say, " The man is false, and falls away :" 
Yet sighs my soul in secret for their pride, 

Tears are mine hourly food ; and night and day 
I plead for them, and may not be denied. 

They say, ** His words unnerve the warriors hand. 
And dim the statesman's eye, and disunite 

The friends of Israel :" yet, in every land. 

My words, to Faith, are Peace, and Hope, and Might. 

They say, *• The frenzied one is fain to see 

Glooms of his own ; and gathering storms afar ; — 

But dungeons deep, and fetters strong have we." 
Alas ! heaven's lightning would ye chain and bar ? 

Ye scorners of th' Eternal ! wait one hour ; 
In His seer's weakness ye shall sec His power. 




" I luT(KlthMIh)>iUiDi«IheiuIiaa,BiilaTn(htliingdmi>.~ 

" The Lord hath set me o'er the kingi of earth. 
To (aiten and uproot, to build and mar ; 
Not by mine own fond will : elae never war 
Had »UU'd in Anatboth the voice of mirth 
Nor from my native tribe swept bower and hearth : 
Ne'er had the lifht of Judah's royal star 
Fail'd Id mid heaven, nor trampliDg steed and car 
Ceaa'd from the courts that saw Joiah's birth. 
'Tis not in me to give or take away, 
But He who guides the thunder-peals on high. 
He tunes my voice, the tones of His deep iway 
Faintly to echo in ^e nether sky. 
Therefore 1 bid earth's glories set or Bhine, 
And it is so : my words are sacraments divine." 
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CXXIII. 

** ThU man is worthy to die : for he hath prophcaied ^linat 

this dty." 

" No joy of mine to invite the thunder down, 
No pride, th' uprising whirlwind to survey. 

How gradual from the north, with hideoai frown. 
It veers in silence round th* horizon grey, 
And one by one sweeps the bright isles away. 

Where fondly gaz*d the men of worldly peace. 
Dreaming fair weather would outlast their day. 

Now the big storm-drops fall — ^their dream must 
cease — 

They know it well, and fain their ire would wreak 
On the dread Arm that wields the bolt ; but He 

Is out of reach, therefore on me they turn ; — 

On me, that am but voice, fading and weak, 
A wither*d leaf inscrib'd with heaven's decree, 

And blown where haply some in fear may leam.*' 

y. 



k 



" 3ad privilege ii mine, to ahoti 
What hour, which way, the bitter rtreamg will flow. 

Oft Imve I Eaid. ' enough — do more 
To uachum'd ean th' unesrtfalf itraia I poor I' 

But the dread word iti way would win. 
Even Bl a bumiog fire my bones within. 

And I WBI forc'd to tell aloud 
My tale of warning to the reckless proud- 
Awful warning ! yet in love 

Breath'd on each believing ear, 
How Heaven fn wrath would seem to move 
The landmarks of a thousand year, 
And A«m the tablets of th' etemd iky 
The covenant oatb eraie of God moit high. 
That hour, full timely wu the leaf unrolled, 
Which to the man belov'd the yean of bondage told. 

And till hii people's chain should be outworn, 
Anlgned him for hii lot timei past and timet unborn." 
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cxxv. 

*' O ye remnant of Judah, go ye not into Egypt." 

*' O SWEETLY tim*d, as e*er was gentle hand 
Of mother prest on weeping mfant's brow, 

Is every sign that to His fallen land 
Th' Almighty sends by prophet mouraers now. 
The glory from the ark is gone, — 
The mystic cuirass gleams no more, 
In answer from the Holy One, — 
Low lies the temple, wondrous store 

Of mercies seal'd with blood each eve and mom ; 

Tet heaven hath tokens for faith's eye forlorn. 

Heaven by my mouth was fain to stay 

The pride that in our evil day 
Would fain have struggled in Chaldea's chain : 

Nay, kiss the rod : th' Avenger needs must reign ; 




Jeremiah. 



And DOW, though eveiy ihiine Ji lUU, 

Speika out by me tfa' UDchaaging will i 
* Seek not to Egypt ; there the carse will come ; 
' But; UU the noe be pait, round Cuuao roun, 
' And meekly 'bide your hour beiide your rnln'd 
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CXXVI. 



AUTIMX, 



Now is the Autumn of the Tree of Life ; 
Its leaves are shed upon the unthankful ea 

Which lets them whirl, a prey to the winds* i 
Heartless to store them for the months of c 
Men close the door, and dress the cheerful 

Self-trusting stUl ; and in his comely gear 

Of precept and of rite, a household Baal rear 

But I will out amid the sleet, and view 
Each iihr{voin««» -♦-1*. —J -•' • " "• • 



I'rofu 



Thou choMn Judge of lancl'i race. 

Grown grey Id bolr toil, 
WhoM lipi are triith'i own dweUing-place, 

Wboae haada no bribe cod toil, 
Aad iB it tbus the tribei of God 
Sporn thy meek rule and gifted rod ? 

Yet where are DathaD's curaed crew ? 

And where Abirsm'a lesd ? 
Must Heaven iti Sres of wrath renew ? 

Must earth repeat her deed. 
And from the nationa iweep away. 
Who scoTD the Prophet's gentle sway 7 

But no — the flamei of holy zeal 

Sad pity'* lean awuage ; 
Over hii kindling eyei there deal 

Tears for God'i heritage. 
While for the rebel tribes Sows forth 
The prayer that items Jehovah's wrath. 
q3 



1 6'8 Frofufieness. 

O Mother of our sinful land, 

By kings and saints of yore 
Called to Britannia's savage strand 

From Syria's distant shore, 
And do thy wayward children rage 
'Gainst the meek sceptre of thine age i 

And must each shrine of simple state. 

In purer days devote 
To holy names yet consecrate. 

Where holy voices float. 
In dust beneath their feet be trod 
Who make the people's voice a god ? 

Then be it ; — of thy sons the while 

Be but the love more warm, 
Nor their's to court the people's smile, 

Nor to the age conform. 
So for our land their prayers may rise, 
And God accept, when men despise. 

f. 
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QuioccR rKlHDiu oniPK dita fst« tM i un^ 
When Bnt earth's rul«n nrclcoiaed home 

The Church, their leal Impreued 
Upon the seuonB, ttf the; come, 

The image of their guest. 
Men's words and worki, their hopes and fears, 

Hencerorth forbid to rove, 
Paused, when a Martyr claimed her tears, 

Or Saint inspired her love- 
But craving wealth, and feverish power. 

Such service notr discard ; 
The loss of one excited hour 

A sacriSce too hard 1 
And e'en about the holiest da;, 

God's own in every time. 
They doubt and search, lest ought should staj 

The cataract of crime- 
Where shall this cease ? must Crosiers tall. 

Shrines suffer touch profane. 
Till, cast without His vineyard wall. 

The Heaven-sent Heir Ut\Kii') 
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rxxix. 

Christ's Church was holiest in her youthful days. 

Ere the world on her smiled ; 
So now, an outcast, she would pour her rays 

More keen and undefiled ; 
Yet would I not that hand of force were mine. 
Which thrusts her from her high -arched ancient shrine. 

'Twas duty bound each convert-king to rear 

His Mother from the dust. 
And pious was it to enrich, nor fear 

Christ for the rest to trust ; 
But who shall dare make common or unclean 
What once has on the Holy Altar been ? 

Dear Brothers ! — hence, while ye for ill prepare. 

Triumph is still your own ; 
Blest is a pilgrim Church I — Yet shrink to iliare 

The curse of breaking down. 
So will we toil in our old place to stand. 
Still calmly looking for the spoiler's hand. 
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LXXX, 
UZZAH ANU OBBD-BDOU. 

The ark of God hai hidden itren^h 

Who reverence or profane, 
They, or their seed, ahaJI find U length. 

The penalty or gain. 

While B£ a Bojouraer It toogbt 

Ofold iu deaUned place, 
A bleulDg OD the home it brought 

Of one irho did it grace- 
But there wm one, ontitripping all 

The holy.Teitured band. 
Who laid on it, to iav« iU (all, 

A rude corrective hand. 

Read, who tlie Church would cleange, and mark 

How stern the warning rum : 
There are two ways to aid her ark 

As patrons and as sons. 
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cxxxi. 

nEPI THS MISHTOY STALEft£. 
** The Power* that be ve ordained of God." 

Yes, mark the words, deem not that Saints alone 
Are Heaven's true servants, and His laws fulfil 
Who rules o'er just and wicked. He from ill 

Culls good. He moulds the Egyptian's heart of stone 

To do him honour, and e'en Nero's* throne 
Claims as His ordinance ; before Him ftill 
Pride bows unconscious, and the rebel will 

Mo^st does His bidding, following most its own. 
Then grieve not at their high and palmy state. 

Those proud bad men, whose unrelenting sway 

Has shattered holiest things, and led astray 

Christ's little ones : they are but tools of Fate, 
Duped rebels, doomed to serve a Power they 
hate, 

To earn a traitor's guerdon, yet obey. 

/s. 

• Ilmn. xiii. 1—8. 



SACRILEGE. 



'Twos OD the day* when Eagland's Cburcb of yore 
Hait'd the New Year — a day to An^la knonrii, 

Since holy Gabriel to meek Mary bore 
The presence-token of tb' Incarnate Son — 
Up a Iqiv vale b shepherd stray'd atone ; 

Slow was hia step and lonly bent hii eye 
Save when at times a thought of taiki undone 

Hii vaken'd wincing memory stang too nigfa : 

Then Btartled into ipeed, else wandering wearily. 

• TlHibna wu wTitCoi lUnh 19, IMS, HUM tha IiW) ChuRh 
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2. 



A Shepherd he, but not of lambs and ewes, 
But of that flock redeem'd with precious Blood ; 

Thoughtless too oft, now deeply seen to muse 
O'er the cold lea and by the rushing flood, 
And where the pathway skirts the leafless wood. 

And the heaped snow, in mockery of the spring. 
Lies mantling crimson flower and cowslip bud. 

And scared birds forget to build and sing. 

So rudely the cold North hasbrush'd each tender wing. 

3. 

These Easter snows, of evil do they bode ? 

Of Faith's fair blossoms withering ere their prime ; 
And of a glorious Church that early glow'd 

Bright as yon Crown of Stars in cold clear time. 

That never sets, Pride of our arctic clime. 
Now deeply plung'd where tempests drive and sweep. 

Wavering and flickering, while rude gusts of Crime 
Rush here and there across th* ethereal deep, 
And scarce one golden \&\e her station seems to keep ? 



Nay — 'tis our bamon eyes, our airs of earth. 

That waver ; yet on high th' nnquenched ttan 
Blue as they bisz'd, and in their might go forth : 

The upouM of Ueavea nor crime nor rapine man. 

But the MOET HiQR permiU these earthly jara, 
That louti yet hearing only, may anake 

And Me blm near, and feel and oirn the bars 
'Tniit them and Him. be Thou near, to mnlie 
The worldly dream dlMolve, the Beared cooaeience 

5. 
But chiefly Utelrs, who at Thine Altar serve. 

And for the souli elect Thy life-biood pour. 
O grief and ahame, when aged Pastor* iwerve 

To the base world or wild schismatic lore. 

Alas too lightly, by Thine open door. 
They had been liMening ; not within the shrine 

Kneeling In Chrittian calmnesg to adore, 
Blie had they held untir'd by Thee and Thine : 
Nor gain nor taoey then had lor'd them fh>m Thy 
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6. 



Lord of a world in years, a Church decay'd. 
If from Thy whirlwind answering, as of old. 

Thou with the vile wilt plead, till we have laid 
Our hand upon our mouth, and truly told 
Our tale of contrite Faith — (O not too bold 

The prayer) — then welcome, whirlwind, anger, woe. 
Welcome the flash that wakes the slumbering fold 

Th' Almighty Pastor's arm and eye to know. 

And turn their dreamy talk to holy Fear's stern glow. 

y. 



CXXXIII. 

*/ But ye uy. Wherein have we robbed Thee ? in tithet and 
offering*. Ye are cursed with a cune : for ye have robbed Me, 
even this whole nation." 

Heard ye ? the unerring Judge is at the door ! 
The Curse of God is on thee, hapless* Age, 
Binding thy brows with deadly sacrilege ; 

Heaven's blight hath passed o'er thee I Talk no more. 
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Your talking must the rising sea autroor. 

Your schemes with God's own whirlwind must 
engage. 

Hand joined in hand with nature war mutt wage. 
Your thoughts of good ore tolling for a shore 
Againit the full Honioon. O teeming brood 
Of boUnw councils impotent to good 1 
O fullsailed bark 1 God's Curse thi^ l>earing wind, 
And Sacrilege thy freight. Strange pregnant scene, 
While boldness mocks at judgment, and behind 
Siies on Awful Form ! Hay I be dean ! 

i 
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JUDGMENT. 

CXXXIV. 

SIGHT AGAIKST FAITH. 

** And Lot wenl out« and spake unto hia lona-ui-law, that mar- 
ried his daughters* and said. Up t get you out of this place; for 
the L<»rd will destroy this city. But he seemed as one that mocked 
unto his soos-in-law." 

" Sunk not the sun behind yon dusky hill 
Glorious as he was wont ? The starry sky 
Spread o'er the earth in quiet msgesty, 

Discem'st thou in its clear deep aught of ill ? 

Or in this lower world, so fair and still, 
Its palaces and temples towering high ; 
Or where old Jordan, gliding calmly by, 

Pours o'er the misty plain his mantle chill ? 
Dote not of fear, old man, where all is joy ; 

And heaven and earth thy augury disown ; 

And Time's eternal course rolls smoothly on, 

Fraught with jfresh blessings as day follows day. 

The All-bounteous hath not given to take away ; 

The All-wise hath not created to destroy." 

/5. 
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HKOSPXHITV. 
" Wh« the; ihiU wy. Pace ind BfeI|F. Ihen luddmi 



When mirth is full and free, 
Some BuddeD gloom shall be ; 
When haoght]' power mounts high. 
The Watcher's ue U nigb. 
All growth has bound ; nhen greatest found. 
It hastes to die. 

When the ridi Wwa, that long 
Has lain its huts among. 
Rears its new structures vast. 
And vaunts, — it shall not last I 
Bright tints that shine are but a sign 
Of summer past. 

And when thine eye surveys. 
With fond adoring gaze. 
And yearning heart, thy (Hend, — 
Love to its grave doth tend. 
All gifts below, save Truth, but* grow 
Towards an end. 



it^O 
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FAITH AGAINST SIGHT. 



"As it 



in the days of Lot, so shall it be also in the days of 
the Son of num." 



The world has cycles in its course, when all 
That once has been, is acted o'er again : — 

Not by some fated law, which need appal 

Our faith, or binds our deeds as with a chain ; 

But by men's separate sins, which blended still 
The same bad round fulfil. 



Then fear ye not, though Gallio's scorn ye see. 

And soft-clad nobles count you mad, true hearts ! 

These are the fig-tree's signs ; rough deeds must be. 
Trials and crimes : so learn ye well your parts. 

Once more to plough the earth it is decreed^ 
And scatter wide the seed. 




TYBK. 



HlOH on the itately Hall 

The ipeor of Arvad bung i 

Through corridor and hall 

Gemaddin'i war-note rung. 

Where we they now ? the note is o'er ; 

Yes I Tor a thoutand jetn and more 

Five bthom deep beneath the sea 

Those halli have lain all ■ilentl)' ; 

Nought lilting xave the mermaid'a song. 
While rude ics-monitert room the corridori al 
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Far from the wondering East 

Tubal and Javan came. 
And Araby the blest, 

And Kedar, mighty name — 
Now on that shore, a lonely guest, 
Some dripping fishermen may rest. 
Watching on rock or naked stone 
His dark net spread before the sun, 
Unconscious of the dooming lay. 
That broods o'er that dull spot, and there shall brood 
for aye. 

P. 

CXXXVIII. 

ENGLAND. 

Ttbe of the West, and glorying in the name 

More than in Faith*s pure fame ! 
O trust not crafty fort nor rock renowned 

Earned upon hostile ground ; 
Wielding Trade's master-key^, at thy proud will 
To lock or loose its waters, England ! trust not still. 
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Dread thine own power! since haughty Babel'R prime 
High towers hove beea man's crime. 

Since hor hoar age, when the huge moftt lay bare. 
Strong holds have been man's snare. 

Thy nest is in the crags ; ah ! retiige frail I 

Had counsel in its hour, or traitors will prevail. 

He who scanned Sodnm for his righteous men. 

Still spares thee for ihy ten. 
But, tbould vain hands defile the temple wall. 

More than His church will (alt : 
For, as Earth's kings welcome their spollesa guest. 
So gives He them by turn, to luETer or be hiest. 



ITMTED STATES. 
a1 Tyrua tuth tald nf^nM J^ruulno, t 



Tyre of the/ar(ier West ! be thou too warn'd. 
Whose eagle wings thine own green worldo'erspread, 

Toaching two Oceans : wherefore hast thou Bcorn'd 
Tby fathers' god, O proad anA tuW cA\ne«.^t 
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Why lies the CroM unhonour'd on thy ground. 
While in mid air thy stars and arrows flaunt ? 

That sheaf of darts, will it not fall unbound. 
Except, disrob'd of thy vain earthly vaunt, 
Thou bring it to be bless'd where Saints and 
Angels haunt ? 

The holy seed, by Heaven's peculiar grace. 
Is rooted here and there in thy dark woods ; 

But many a rank weed round it grows apace. 
And Mammon builds beside thy mighty floods, 

O'ertopping Nature, braving Nature's god ; 
O while thou yet hast room, fair fruitful land, 

Ere war and want have stain'd thy virgin sod, 
Mark thee a place on high, a glorious stand. 
Whence Truth her sign may make o'er forest, lake, 
and strand. 

Eastward, this hour, perchance thou turn'st thine ear. 
Listening if haply with the surging sea. 

Blend sounds of Ruin from a land once dear 
To thee and Heaven. O trying hour for thee ! 



Trade. 
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Tyre mock'd when Salem fell ; where now is Tjrre ? 
Heaven was against her. Nations thick as waves. 
Burst o'er her walls, to Ocean doom'd and fire : 
And now the tideless water idly laves 
Her towers, and lone sands heap her crowned 
merchants' graves. 

7. 
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THE AGE. 



CXL. 



THE RELIGION OP THE MAJORITY. 

Truth ! What is truth ? Shall Israel's king or 
Bow down, in Salem's costly shrine, to Him 
Therein enthroned between the Cherubim, 
Because the Lord is God ? Nay, we but kneele 
Before the Ark, by yonder vail concealed. 
Because that solemn Ark to consecrate 
The people chose. Now, if that people's voice 
With altered tones, in idol hymns rejoice, 
Lo ! we obey the mandate. Raise the cry — 
Oh Baal, hear us ! To the host on high 
Pour the drink-offering ! Moloch's burning thr 
Or Egypt's monsters, Israel's state shall own. 
If Israel's tribes such deities demand. 
Truth ! What is truth ? Shall Levi dare to bn 



Th^ A<^e. 



187 



As false the creed the Gentile deems divine, 
Or point to miracle, or mystic si^ 
Wrought, as he dreams, to prove the truth of yore ? 
Perish the thought : we heed such dreams no more ; 
Let Levi, let his brethren, learn that now 
Kings to their people's Gods — ^to them alone — ^will 
bow. 



ex LI. 



NATIONAL PROPERTY. 



Hark ! Baal's praise resounds from countless choii 

See gladdening nations hail his festal day — 

While round the Lord's high shrine, the Levites' fires, 

Some seven poor thousands, with Elijah, stay. 

Then say, can they require that scanty band, 

Nay, can their puny sect presume to hold 

The wealth by monarch's erst, with lavish hand, 

Down on Moriah's favoured altars told ? 

What kings have given, kings again may claim. 

Then onward 1 to the Temple ! In the name 
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Of David's line, of Judah's kingly throne, 

Tear down th' inlaying gold of Solomon. 

Nor view, ye timid few, our course with fear — 

We reverence, reared, the shrine we would not rear. 

And take not all. With thankfulness receive 

That portion of your own we deign to leave ; 

And let the many, from your surplus store. 

Mould their own idols. We demand no more. 

Speak ye of rights ? What right, in reason's eye. 

Outweighs the sanction of a nation's nod ? 

Who shall condemn a people ? Who deny 

That people's privilege to chuse their Ood ? 

CXLII. 
NATIONAL DEGRADATION. 

God of our Israel ! by our favoured sires 
Once known, once honoured i And is this the creed 
Hailed, in their children's councils, with the meed 
Of godless acclamation ; while the fires 
Burn low on Thy dread Altar, and around 
Th* advancing GentUe trea^ \]bft\a3i\niii«d ^ound ? 
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Yea, it is thug ; and nerveleu nilere heir, 
Unfaoly triumph kindllDg in their eyes, 
And catch freih ardour from each maddening cheer 
To urge the tpoller tanard hia glitterii^ price. 
Yea, wont of all i not Bethel's priest alone. 
Or Bel's adorer svells that plaudit's tone. 
Thine own apostate irorshipper, to lliee. 
Mocking or self-deceived, who liends the knee. 
Dares join the clamour', dares, tbough sworn to wait, 
A faitbfu] guard, before Tby vineyard's gate. 
Tear down her fence, and bid the forest boar 
Uproot Thy cherished vine on green Icrnc's shore. 



PROSPBCTS OF THB CHURCH. 

And where is now the Tishbite ? Where Is he 
Should wave his master's robe, and call on Thee, 
The Lord God of Elijah ? All is o'er. 
And while the Gentile scorns Thine awfiit Oown, 
Th' apostate digs Thy hallowed Altar down. 
We see no sign, we hear no ftto^eti nune. 
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Nay, Bride of Ueav'n ! thou art not all bereft. 

Though this world's prince against thy power rebels ; 

By thrones, dominions, wealth, and honours left. 

Within thee still the Eternal Spihit dwells. 

Thy pledged possession. Seek nor seer nor sign. 

True Temple of that Habitant Divine ; 

Thy part is simple. Fearless still proclaim 

The Truth to men who loathe her very name. 

Proclaim that He, to Paul in glory shewn. 

E'en from that glory, calls thy wrongs His own. 

And, if thy night be dark, — ^if tempests roll 

Dread as the visions of thy boding sool,— 

Still, in thy dimness, watch, and fast, and pray ; 

And wait the Bridegroom's call ; — the burst oX 

opening day. 

a. 



CHAMPIONS OF THE TRUTH. 



"WhoihillKaroiiur Andluid, "HRtm I: >ai<lai«.- 

Ddll thunders moan aroiuid the Temple Rock, 
And deep in hollow caves, fai' underneath. 

The tonel; watchman feels the lullen ihock, 

Hia footstep! timing as the low windi breathe ; 

Hark! fromthe ihrioe is aaked. What itsadfut heart 

DareB in the itonc go forth ? Who takei th' Almlght;'i 

And with a bold gleam Busb'd, full man; a brow 
la raia'd to aay, " Behold me. Loan, and tend." 

But ere the words be breath'd, aomc broken tow 
Remember'd, tiea the tongue ; and sadlf blend 

With Faith'a pure inceose. clouds of conscience dim. 
And faltering tones of guilt mar the confeuor't hymn. 



192 Champvows of the Truth, 



CXLV. 



THE CREED. 



If waiting by the time-crowo'd halls, 
Which nurtur*d us for Christ in youth, 
We love to watch on the grey walls 
The lingering gleam of Evangelic Truth ; — 
If to the spoilers of the soul, 
Proudly we shew our banner*d scroll, 
And bid them our old war-cry hear, 
** God is my Light :* whom need I fear !" 
How bleak, that hour, across our purpose high, 
Sweeps the chill, damping shade of thoughtless years 
gone by I 

How count we then lost eve and mom, 
The bell unwelcom'd, prayer unsaid. 

And holy hours and days outworn 
In youth's wild race, Sin's lesson newly read ! 

• •* Deus illuminatio roes.'* is the motto of the University of 
Oxford. 
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Then deem we, *' ill could Angels brook 
The lore that on our lips we took. 
On lips profane celestial lore :" 
And hardly dare we keep the door, 
Though sentries sworn : the memory thrills so keen, 
How with unready hearts at first we ventur*d In. 

y. 



CXLVI. 



SPOLIATION. 



But sadder strains, and direr bodings dark, 

Come haunting round th' Almighty's captive ark, 
By proud Philistian hosts beset. 
With axe and dagger newly whet, 
To hew the holy gold away. 
And seize their portion as they may. 

Fain would we fix th* unswerving foot, and bare 
The strong right arm, to share 

The glorious holy war ; but how undo 
The knot our Fathers tied ? Are we not spoilers too ? 
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How for God's altar may that arm be bold. 

Where cleaves the rust of sacrilege of old ? 
Oh, would my country once believe. 
But once her contrite bosom heave. 
And but in wish or vow restore 
But one fair shrine despoil'd of yore 1 

How would the windows of th' approving sky 
Shower down the dews on high I 

Arm*d Levites then, within the Temple dome. 
Might we the foe await, nor yet profane God's home. 

Vain, disappointing dream 1 but oh I not vain. 
If haply on the wakening heart remain 
The vow of pure self-sacrifice, 
The conscience yearning to devise 
How God may have His treasure lost, 
And we not serve Him without cost. 
To such, methought, I heard an Angel say, 

" Offer not all to-day. 
While spoilers keep the shrine : yet offer all. 
Treasurer of God's high cause ; half priestly is thy 
call." 

y. 
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CHUM 



1 A^D HING. 



Not want! there Seraph WBmingi, mom and eve, 
And oft as to the holiest shrine we bear 
Our pure, unbloodf gifts, wbtit time our praj'er 

[n Heaven's sure ward all Christian Kings would leave. 

Why should that prayer be faltering ? Wherefore heave 
With sadness loyal beans, when ballow'd atr 
That solemn luSrage hears i Alas ! our care 

Is not for storms without, but stains that cleave 

Ingrain 'din memory, Haodering thought* [M'ofane; 

Or worse, proud thoughts of our instructress meek. 
The duteous Church, heaven -prompted to that 

Thus, when high mercy for our King we seek, 

Back on our wincing hearts our prayers arc 

blown, 
Hy our own i,ina, worst foes to England's ihronc. 
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And with our own, the offences of our land 
Too well agree to build our burthen high, 
Christ's charter blurr d with coarse, usurping 
hand. 

And gall'd with yoke of feudal tyranny 

I'he shoulders where the keys of David lie. 

Angel of England I who might thee withstand ? 

Who for the spoil'd and trampled Church deny 

Thy suit in Heaven's high courts, might one 

true band 
Of holy brethren, breathing English air. 
Be found, their Cross in thine array to bear. 

And for their Mother cast Earth's dreams away ? 
Till then, all gaily as our pennons glance. 
And at the trumpet's call the brave heart dance. 

In fear and grief for Church and King we pray. 

y. 
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'he QckhI is round thee, but thy towers as jet 
Are ufe. and clear at by a summer's lea 
Pierte the calm morning mist, serene ud free, 

'o point in silence beavemvard. There are met 

"by foster-children ; — there in order set 
Their DursiaK fatliers, sworn to Heavea and Tbee 
(An oath renewed this hour oo bended knee,) 

le'er to belmy their Mother no-- forgeL— 

« t on the top of each aerial spire 

That seems a «tar by day, so high and bright, 

: quivers from aTar in golden light : 

ut 'tis a form of earth, thongh touched with Sre 

lelestial, raised in other days to tell 

low, when they tired of prayer, Apostles fell. 
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« 



YlKK. 



PAHT ^ 



..The Lord tby 



Oodi.« consuming fite." 



CX^*'^' 



.. AvTAir, or ere 
The putc 



^e Lord break forth 



ethereal air 



■•t.iniiii'"" "*"'*' 

^tir call divine. 




Firi: 

God of the unroniuraing Are. 

On Horcb HWn at old, 
!jt>r, Jedoui One. Thy burning ire 

It mBf not be controlled I 

The Lord breaks out, th' unworthy dis ; 

Lo ! on the cedar floor 
The robed and mitred cones lie — 

Be silent and adore. 

Yet Bure a holy seed were tbey. 
Pure hands had o'er them pa«l. 

Cuirass and crown, their bright array. 
In Heaven's high mould were cast. 

Th' atoning blood had drench'd them o'ei 

The inyitic balm had seal'd. 
And may the blood atone no more. 

No charm the anointing yield ? 

Silence, ye brethren of the dead. 

Ye Father's tears, be still : 
But chuse tbem out a lonely bed 

Beeide the mountain rill ; 
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Then bear them m they lie, their brows 
Scath'd with th' avengiog fire. 

And wemring (lign of broken tows) 
The blest, the dread attire. 

Nor leave unwept their desert grave. 

But mourn their pride and thine, 
Oft as rebellious thought shall crave 
'To question words divine. 



CL. 
THK BURNING AT TABERAH. 

The fire of Heaven breaks forth. 
When haughty Reason pries too near. 
Weighing th' eternal mandate's worth 
In philosophic scales of earth, 
Selecting these for scorn, and those for holy fear. 

Nor bums it only then : 
The poor that are not poor in heart,— 
Who say, *' The bread of Christian men. 
We loathe it, o'er and o'er again,'*— 
The munnurers in the c«mv,m>aaX.\«ft\>^^\ik\udsDki^dsort 
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Far from the Lord's tent door, 
And therefore bold to sin, are they : 
<* What should we know of Faith's high bre I" 
Oh ! plead not so — there's wrath in store, 
And temper'd to our crimes the lightnings find their 
way. 

y. 

CLI. 

KORAU. DATHAN AND ABIRAM. 
Dttihan ami Minm. 

" How long endure this priestly scorn, 
Ye sons of Israel's eldest bom ? 
Shall two, the meanest of their tribe. 
To the Lord's host the way prescribe. 
And feed our wildering phantasy 
With every soothing dream and lie 
Their craft can coin ? We see our woe, 
Lost Egypt's plenty well we know ; 
But where the milk and honey ? — ^where 
rhe promised fields and vineyards fair ? 



2U2 Fire. 

Lo ! wise of heart and keen of tight 
Are these — ^ye cannot blind them quite— 
Not as our sires are we : we fear not open light.*' 

Konh. 

'* And we too, Levites though we be. 
We love the song of liberty. 
Did we not hear the Mountain Voice 
Proclaim the Lord's impartial choice ? 
The camp is holy, great and small, 
Lievites and Danites, one and all. 
Our God His home in all will make— 
What if no priestly finger strake 
Or blood or oil o'er robe or brow. 
Will Ho not hear His people's vow ? 
Lord of all Earth, will He no sign 
Grant but to Aaron's haughty line ? 
Our censers are as yours : we dare you to the shrine." 

Thus spake the proud at prime of morn : 
Where was their place at eve ? Ye know, 

Rocks of the wild in sunder torn, 
And altars scath'd with fires of woe ! 




Fire. ! 

Earlb heard and utik, and tb«f were gone. 
Only their dismal parting groan 

The ihuddering; car long time wlU faannt ; 
Thui rebeli bre : but je prafans. 
Who dar'd th' anointing Power ditdala 

For freedom'! rude unpriestiy vaunt : 
Dire U tiie Came for you in (tore : 
Your molten censen evermore 

Th' atoning altar must inlay ; 
Memorial to the kneeling quirei 
That Hercy't God bath judgment-Brei 

For high.voic'd Korahi in their day. 



lUJAH AND THB HES8ENQERS OP AHA2IAH. 

On 1 turely Scomer ii hti name. 
Who to the Cburch will errandi bring 
From a proud world or impious king, 

And, without Tear or shame. 
In mockery own them " men of Ood," 
O'er whom be gaily ihakei the mbcreant ipoiler's rod. 
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Fire. 



But if we be God's owd indeed. 
Then is there fire in Heaven, be sure, 
And bolts deep-wounding, without cure. 

For the blasphemer's seed, — 
Wing'd are they all, and aimed on high. 
Against the hour when Christ shall hear His martyrs' 
cry. 



Oh ! tell me not of royal hosts — 
One hermit, strong in fast and prayer. 
Shall gird his sackcloth on, and scare 

Whate'er the vain earth boasts : 
And thunder-stricken chiefs return 
To tell their Lord how dire the Church's lightnings 
bum. 




PART II 
iirOodlaiamt 



SPARED. 

AiR> dare jre ileein God's ire muit cbbk 

In CbliKt'a Dew realm of peace 7 
"Til true, beside the icomer'a gate 
The Lord loDg-iuSeriog deign'd to wait. 
Nor oD the guilty town 
C&ll'd tbe Item Bros of old Eljjah down : 

A victim, not ajudge. He came. 
With His ami blood to ilake th' avenginK flame. 



206 



Fire. 



Now, by those hands so rudely rent 

The bow of Heaven is bent ; 
And ever and anon His darts 
Find out even here the faithless hearts. 
Now gliding silently. 
Now rushing loud, and blazing broad and high, 

A shower or ere that final storm 
Leave earth a molten ocean without form. 



True Love, all gentle though she be. 

Hath eyes, the wrath to see : 
Nor may she fail in faith to pray 
For hastening of Redemption's day, 
Though with the triumph come 
Foreboding^ of the dread unchanging doom : — 
Though with the Saints' pure lambent light 
Fires of more lurid hue mysteriously unite. 



Fire. 207 



CLIV. 



JULIAN. 



Dread glimpses, even in Gospel times, have been ; 

Nor was the holy Household mute. 
Nor did she not th' Avenger's march salute 
With somewhat of exulting mien. — 
Angel harps 1 of you full well 
That measure stem 
The Church might learn 
When th' apostate CsBsar fell ; — 
Proud Champion he, and wise beyond the rest. 
His shafts not at the Church, but at her Lord addrest. 

What will He do, the Anointed One on high. 
Now that hell-powers and powers of Rome 
Are banded to reverse His foemen's doom. 
And mar His Sovereign Majesty ? 
Seers in Paradise enshrin'd ! 
Your glories now 
Must quail and bow 
To th' high-reaching force of mind — 
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Vainly o*er Salem rolls your dooming tone : 
Her sons have heard, this hour, a mightier trumpet 
blown. 

The foes of Christ are gathering, sworn to build 

Where He had sworn to waste and mar ; 
Plummet and line, arms of old Babel's war. 
Are ready round Moriah's field. — 
But the clouds that lightning breathe 
Were ready too. 
And, bursting through. 
Billows from the wrath beneath 
For Christ and for His Seers so keenly wrought. 
They half subdud to faith the proud man's dying 
thought. 

r. 

CLV. 

THE FALL OF BABYLON. 

But louder yet the heavens shall ring. 
And brighter ^leam each Seraph's wing, 
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When doom'd of old by every Prophet's lyre. 
Theme of the Saints* appealing cry, 
While underneath the shrine they lie. 

Proud Babel in her hour sinks in her sea of fire. 

While worldlings from afar bemoan 

The shatterM Antichristian throne. 
The golden idol bruis'd to summer dust — 

" Where are her gems ? — her spices, where ^ 

Tower, dome, and arch, so proud and fair — 
Confusion is their name — ^the name of all earth's 
trust." 

The while for joy and victory 

Seers and Apostles sing on high. 
Chief the bright pair, who rest in Roman earth : 

Fairn Babel well their lays may earn. 

Whose triumph is when souls return, 
Who o'er relenting Pride take part in Angels' mirth. 

y. 
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TLVI. 

Thus evermore the Saints* aveng^g Grod 
With His dread fires hath scath'd th' unholy ground; 

Nor wants there, waiting round th* uplifted rod. 
Watchers in heaven and earth, aye fidthfiil found. 

God's armies, open-ey'd. His aim attend 
Wondering how oft these warning notes will peal. 

Ere the great trump be blown, the Judge descend : 
Man only wears cold look, and heart of steel. 

Age after age, where Antichrist hath reign *d. 
Some flame-tipt arrow of th* Almighty falls. 

Imperial cities lie in heaps profan*d. 
Fire blazes round apostate council-halls. 

And if the world sin on, yet here and there 

Some proud soul cowers, some scomer leems to 
pray; 

Some slumberer rouses at the beacon glare. 
And trims his waning lamp, and waits for day. 

r. 
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THE EXCHANGE. 



CLVII. 



«* The gnit withereth, the flower fadeth, but the Word of our 

God thall ttiind for ever." 



*Ti8 sad to watch Time's desolating hand 
Doom noblest things to premature decay : 
The Feudal court, the Patriarchal sway 

Of king^, the cheerful homage of a land 

Unskill'd in treason, every social band 
That taught to rule with sweetness, and obey 
With dignity, swept one by one away ; 

While proud Empirics rule in fell command. 

Yet, Christian 1 faint not at the sickening sight ; 

Nor vainly strive with that Supreme Decree. 

Thou hast a treasure and an armoury 

Locked to the spoiler yet : Thy shafts are bright : 

Faint not : Heaven's keys are more than sceptred 
might ; 

Their Guardians more than king or sire to thee. 

u 
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CLVIII. 

" Instead of thy fathers thou shalt have childno, whom thou 
mayeat make prince* in all lands." 

Say, who is he, in deserts seen ; 

Or at the twilight hour ? 
Of g^b austere, and dauntless mien. 
Measured in speech, in purpose keen. 
Calm, as in heaven he had been. 

Yet blithe when perils lower. 

My holy Mother made reply, 

** Dear Child, it is my Priest. 
The world has cast me forth, and I 
Dwell with wild earth and gusty sky ; 
He bears to men my mandates high. 

And works my sage behest. 

Another day, dear child, and thou 

Shalt join his sacred band. 
Ah ! well I deem, thou shrinkest now 
From urgent rule and severing vow ; 
Gay hopes flit round, and light thy brow : — 

Time hath a taming hand 1*' 



COMMUNE PONTIFICUM. 



" jU even, being the flnt da; of the week, the doon 
were shut where the dUciplei were auerobled for 
fear of the Jewi." 



" Abe the gMet »ure ?-4i ever; bolt tn*de fut ? 

No dangerou* irbisper wandering through — 
Dare we breathe calm, and, unal&rmed, forecaat 

Our calU to suffer or to do ?" 
O f e of iittle bith 1 twelve houn ago. 

He whom ye mouro, b; power nobotmd 
The bondc ye fear ; Dor lealed itone below 

Barred Him, nor mailed guardt around. 
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The Lord is risen indeed ! His own have teen. 

They who denied, have seen His face» 
Weeping and spared. Shall loyal hearts not lean 

Upon His outstretched arm of grace ? 
Shine in your orbs, ye stars of God's new Heaven, 

Or gathered or apart, shine clear 1 
Far, far beneath the opposing mists are driven. 

The Invisible is waiting near. 

r. 



*< Jesus came, and stood in the midst, and saith onto 
them, Peace be unto you. And when He had so 
said. He shewed them His hands and His side. Then 
were the disciples glad when they saw the Lord." 



CLX. 



Is He not near ?— look up and see : 
Peace on His lips, and in His hands and side 
The wounds of love, He stays the trembling knee. 

Nerves the frail arm, His ark to guide. 
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Ii He not near ? O tnut Hit sstl 
Bajxitmal, ;et uncancelled on th; brow ; 
Trun the kind love Hia boly montlu rereml. 
Oft as Hii altar hean thy deep betrt-MWching vow. 

And trust the calm, the joy benign. 
That o'er the obedient bTeathes Id life'* itUl hour. 
When Sunday-lights with lUDiiiier ain combine. 

And ihadowi blend from clood and bower. 

And tnut the wrath of Juui' foei ; 
They fee) Him near, and hate Hi* marli on yon ; 
U take their word, ye wbom He loved and cho«e ! 
Be joyful in your Kino ; the rebels own you true. 



'■ Then »ald JEStrs unto them again, Peace be unto 
you. Ai Hy Fathib bath sent me, lo send I you." 



And ihrink ye still ? — He neai 
And to Hit misston and Hi* a 
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Welcomei His own with words of grace and laight : 
'* Peace be to yoa 1'* — their peace, who itand 
In sentry with God's sword in hand. 
The peace of Christ's loved champions warring in 
His sight. 



<* Peace be to you 1" — their peace, who feel 
E'en as the Son the Father's seal, 
So they the Son's ; each in his several sphere 
Gliding, on fearless Angel wing. 
One heart in all, one hope, one Kino, 
Each an Apostle true, a crowned and robed seer. 



Sent as the Father sent the Son, 
*Tis not for you to swerve nor shun 
Or power or peril ; ye must go before. 
If caught in the fierce bloody shower. 
Think on your Lord's o'erwhelming hour ; 
Are ye not priests to Him who the world's forfeit 
bore? 
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Throned in His churcb till He rMum, 
Why ibould ye fear to judge and Bpurn* 
This evil world, chained at His feet and youn ? 
Why with deject«d raltering air 
Your rod of more than empire bear ? 
OUT browt are royal yet ; Gon'g unction aye endurea. 



By your Lord'* creative breath, 
Breathing Hope aod scorn of death. 
Lore untired, on Pardon leaning : 
Joy, all mercies sweetly gleaning ; 
Zeal, the bohi of Heaven to dart, 
Fragrant Purity of heart ; — 
By the voice ineffable, 
''akening your mazed thoughts with an Almighty 
spell; 
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By His word, and by His hour 
When the PaomsB came with power, — 
By His Holy Spirit's token, — 
By His saintly chain unbroken. 
Lengthening, while the world laits on. 
From His cross unto His throne, — 
Guardian of His Virgin Spouse ! 
Know that His might is yours, whose breathing 
sealed your vows. 

% 

Whosesoever sins ye remit, they are remitted unto 
them ; and whosesoever sins ye retain, thet 

ARE retained." 



CLXIII. 



Behold your armoury 1 — sword, and lightning shaft. 
Culled from the stores of God*s all-judging Ire, 

And in your wielding left ! The words, that wmft 
Power to your voice absolving, point with fire 
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YoDT inful curse. O griefJ ibould Heaveo'i 
dread Sire 
Have stayed, for ;ou, the merc;^nB of old 

Vouchsafed, (Then pastors' «rinB in deep desire 
Were spread on high to bless the kneelioK fold I 
If Censube sleep, will Asboliition hold ? 

Will the great Kino afflnn their acta of grace 
Who careless leave to cankering rust and mould 

The flainiDg sword that ifaould the unworthy chase 
Froin His pure Eden ? O beware I lest vain 
Their sentence to reudt, who never dare retain. 
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PATIENCE. 

CLXIV. 

THE AFFIilCTED CHURCH. 

rXndi, Xiwy, irXrira «a95v, rirXnori Ou/*JiL 

Bide thou thy time 1 
Watdi with meek eyes the race of pride and crime. 
Sit in the gate, and be the heathen*8 jest. 

Smiling and self-possest. 
O thou, to whom is pledged a victor's sway. 

Bide thou the victor's day ! 



Think on the sin 
That reaped the unripe seed, and toiled to win 
Foul history-marks at Bethel and at Dan, 

No blessing, but a ban ; 



WhilBt the wiM Shepherd hid hii heaven-told fate, 
Nor recked a tyruit'i hUe. 

Such need is gain ; 
Wait the bright Advent that shall loote tbj ehain I 
E'en now the ihadows break, and glewn* divine 

Edge the dim diitant line. 
When thronei are trembling, and earth'i fat on* 

True Seed ! thou shalt prevail I 



CLIV, 

THE BACKWARD CHURCH. 



! Vt», lh»T miT toga. 



Waie, Mother dear, the Coei are a 
L ipoiler claimi thj child i 

Tbb the lole reltige of m; fear. 
Thy bowm undeUed. 
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What spells of power, in this strauge hour. 

My mother^s heart enslave ? 
Where is thy early bridal dower. 

To suffer and to save ? 

Thee then I sue. Sleepless and True, 

Dread Maker reconciled 1 
Help ere they smite. Thy shrine in view. 

The Mother with the child. 

CLXVI. 

THE GATHERING OF THE CHURCH. 

" He which hath begun a good work in you, will pcilbiu i it 
until the day of Jetus Christ.'* 

Wherefore shrink, and say, " *Tis vain ; 
In their hour hell-powers must reign ; 
Vainly, vainly would we force 
Fatal Error's torrent course ; 
Earth is mighty, we are frail, 
Faith is gone, and Hope must fiUI.** 
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Yet along the Church's sky 
Stars are scattered, pure and high ; 
Yet her wasted gardens bear 
Autumn violets, sweet and rare — 
Relics of a spring-time clear. 
Earnests of a bright new year. 

Israel yet hath thousands sealed. 
Who to Baal never kneeled. 
Seize the banner, spread its fold ! 
Seize it with no fialtering hold ! 
Spread its foldings high and fair. 
Let all see the Cross is there ! 

What, if to the trumpet's sound 
Voices few come answering round ? 
Scarce a votary swell the burst. 
When the anthem peals at first ? 
God hath sown, and He will reap ; 
Growth is slow when roots are deep ; 
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Hb will aid the work begun, 
For the love of His dear Son ; 
He win breathe in their true breath. 
Who, serene in prayer and £uth. 
Would our dying embers fan 
Bright as when their glow began. 



CLXVII. 

THE CHURCH IN PRATER. 

** Thou meetflrt him that r^oioeth and worketh rightcoun 
thote that remember Thee in Thy wayf.** 

Why loiterest within Simon's walls, 

Hard by the barren sea, 
Thou Saint ! when many a sinner calls 

To preach and set him free ? 

Can this be he, who erst confessed 

For Christ affection keen. 
Now truant in untimely rest. 

The mood of an Essene ? 



Fatiencf. 

Tet h« wbo U the tilth hour Miiight 

The lone hoiue-top to pt*;. 
There giined a light beyond bii thonght, 

The dawn of Gentile day. 

Tben reckon not, when perils lower, 
The time of prayer mikipent ; 

Nor muneit chance, nor place, nor boor. 
Without ita heaTGDward bent. 



CLXVIII. 
THE CHURCH IN BONDAOK. 



E bold of toil and pain 1 
Thy trial bow ievere, 
When severed fint by priMner'l chain 
From thy loved laboar-ipbere. 

Say, did Impatience Snt impel 
The heaien-ient bond to break ? 

Or coutdit thou bear it* hindrance well, 
Loitering for Jeau't uke? 
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O might we know 1 for sore we feel 

The languor <^ delay. 
When sickness lets our fainter seal. 

Or foes block up our way. 

Lord 1 who Thy thousand years doat wait 
To work the thousandth part 

Of Thy vast plan, for us create 
With zeal a patient heart ! 



CLXIX. 

THE PROSPECTS OF THE CHURCH. 
" And He laid. It U ankhed." 

Christ only, of God's messengers to man. 
Finished the work of grace, which He began ; 
K*en Moses wearied upon Ncbo's height. 

Though loth to leave the fight 
With the doomed foe, and yield the sun-bright 
To Joshua's armed hand. 




Patience. 



nd David wrought in turn a strCDQoai put, 
eal for God's houie coniumiDg him Id heut; 
ad yet he might not build, but only bring 

Gifts for the Heavenly King ; 
nd the*e anolher reared, hit pe&ceTiil Son, 

Till the full work wai done. 

iit, Christian Harrior I thou, wbow tout it fain 
o rid thy Mother of her pretent chain ; — 
BBisT will unloose His Church ; ye*, «veD now 

Begins the vork, and thou 
lalt spend it in thy strength, but, ere He save, 

Tby lot shall be the grave. 
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DISAPPOINTMENT. 

CLXX. 
ROMB. 

Far sadder musing on the traveller falls 

At sight of thee, O Rome ! 
Than when he views the rough sea-beaten walls 

Of Greece, thought's early home ; 
For thou wast of the hateful Four, whose doom 

Burdens the Prophet's scroll ; 
But Greece was clean, till in her history's gloon 
Her name and sword a Macedonian stole. 

And next a mingled throng besets the breast 

Of bitter thoughts and sweet ; 
How shall I name thee, Light of the wide West, 

Or heinous error-seat ? 
O Mother erst, close tracing Jesus* feet ! 

Do not thy titles glow 
In those stern judgment-fires, which shaU comidetc 
Earth's strife with Heaven, and ope the eternal 
woe ? 




lyUuppoin Iment. 



THE cnUBI. CHURCH. 

O Mother Church of Bome I why hu thy hetrt 

Bent 10 untruly tonardi thy northera child ? 

Why give a gift, nor gl»e It undeflled, 
Drugging the blewlng with a itep>d«iiie'> art ? 
Why b«re Uiy inord ? beueath thy eeuore't nnart 

Long days we writhed, who would not be beguiled; 

WhUe thy keen brenth, like btan of winter wild. 
Froze, tlli It crumbled, each lubliiner part 
Of rttc OT work, devotion's flower and prime. 
Thiu have we Uln, thy charge, a dreary lime, 
Chriit'i little ODei, torn troni faltb't ancleut home^ 
To dogi a prey. And now tbon teadeit foei. 
Bred Iroiiithy womb, loitChurchI tomockthethroei 
Of thy free child, thou eniel<iiatured Bome ! 
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CLXXII. 



TUE GOOD SAMARITAN. 



O that thy creed were sound ! 
For thou dost sooth the heart, Thou Church of ! 

By thy unwearied watch and varied round 
Of service, in thy Saviour's holy home. 
I cannot walk the city's sultry streets, 
But the wide porch invites to still retreats, 
Where passion's thirst is calmed, and care's ant 
ful gloom. 

There on a foreigpi shore 
The homesick solitary finds a friend : 

Thoughts, prisoned long for lack of speech, oq 
Their tears ; and doubts in resignation end. 
I almost Cednted from the long delay. 
That tangles me within this languid bay. 
When comes a foe, my wounds with oil and wi 
tend. 




WHtN 1 am end, I say, 

■• WhM boots il mc to strive. 
And vex my epirit day by day 

Dead roemoriM to revive? 

Aias ! what good will come, 

Thougii »c our prayer obtain, 
To bring old time* triumphanl home. 

And Heaven's lost sword regain ? 

Would not our bietory run 

In the same weary round. 
And service, in meek faith begun. 

One time in Conns be bound ? 

Union would give us etrengtb, — 
That Btrongib the earth subdue : 

And then coiuts weallh. and pride at length. 
And sloth, and pr*yert untitle." 
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Nay, this is worldly-wise ; 

To reason is a crime, 
Since the Lord bade His Church ariM 

In the dark ancient time. 

He wills that she should shine ; 

So we her flame must trim 
Around His soul-converting Sign, 

And leave the rest to Him. 



CLXXIV. 



MOSES SEEING THE LAND. 

My Father's hope ! my childhood's drean 

The promise from on high ! 
Long waited for 1 its glories beam 

Now when my death is nigh. 

My death is come, but not decay ; 

Nor eye nor mind is dim ; 
The keenness of youth's vigorous day 

Thrills in each nerve and limb. 



IHnappin nttitent. 

Bl«st Kene I thrice welcome after toil — 

ir DO deceit 1 view ; 
might my lipa but preu the loil, 

Aod prove the visioa true ! 

!tj glorious heighta, \ta Heilthy plaint, 

III manjr-linted groTca, 
They call 1 bjt He my steps reitraloi 

Who chaafeni whom He love*. 

Ah 1 now they melt .... the; are but ih 

I die I — yet ii no rest, 
O Lord I in More, since Canaan Tadei 

But leen, and not poMeU ? 
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WAITING FOR CHRIST. 

CLXXV. 
ISRAEL. 

** And all his sons and all his daughten rate up to comfort hha ; 
but he refiiaed to ba oomibrted.'* 

O specious sin and Satan's subtle snare. 
That urges sore each gentlest meekest heart. 
When its kind thoughts are crushed and its wounds 
smart, 
World-sick to turn within and image there 
Some idol dream, to lull the throbbing care 1 
So felt reft Israel, when he fain would part 
With living friends ; and called on memory's art 
To raise the dead and sooth him by despair. 
Nor err they not, although that image be 
God's own, nor to the dead their thoughts be given, — 
Earth -hating sure, but yet of earth enthralled ; 
For who dare sit at home, and wait to see 
High Heaven descend, when man from self is cslled 
Up through this thwarting outward world to Hoaveii? 
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So day by day for him from earth ascends. 

As steam in summer-even. 
The speechless intercession of his friends. 

Toward the azure heaven. 
Ah 1 dearest, with a word he could dispel 

All questioning, and raise. 
Our hearts to rapture, whispering all was well. 

And turning prayer to praise. 
And other secrets too he could declare. 

By patterns all divine, 
His earthly creed retouching here and there. 

And deepening every line. 
Dearest I he longs to speak, as I to know, 

And yet we both refrain : 
It were not good ; a little doubt below. 

And all will soon be plain. 




JVaH'mg for Christ. 



THB NBW JBRUSALBU.* 



The HoIj Jerusdem 
From higbeit heaven detcending. 

And crOHDed «ith a diadem 
Of Angel bands stteadlng. 
The Living City built on higfa, 
Bright with celeitial Jewetrf t 

She comei, the Bride, from beaT«n gate. 
In nuptial new Adorning, 

To meet the Immaculate, 
Like coming of the morning. 
Her atreets of pureat gold are m«de, 
Her walls a diamond palisade. 



'^38 irah'kuy for Christ, 

There with pearls tlie gates are dight 
Upon that Holy Mountain ; 

And. thither come both day and night, 
\VTio in the Living Fountain 
Have washed their robes from earthly stain. 
And borne below Christ's lowly chain. 

Hy the hand of the Unknown 
The Living Stones arc moulded 

To i\ glorious Shrine, all onk, 
Full soon to be unfolded ; 
The building wherein God doth dwell, 
The Holv Church Invisible. 

Glory be to God, who laved 
In heaven the foundation ; 

And to the Spirit who hath made 
The walls of our salvation : 
To Christ hinisrlf the (orniT Stone, 
He glory ! to the Tlireo in One. 

TiiK r.Nn. 



^. 



And dare I say, " Welcome to me . ,56 

And dare ye deem Ood'g ire must cease . SOS 

And gfariDk ye itill ? — He nearer draws, . . 215 
And they who grudge the Omnipotent UiipralM 151 
" And ne too, Levites though ire be . ■ 192 

And where i* now the Tishbite ? Where U be 189 
And wouldit thou reach, rash scholar mine, . 100 
" Are the gates sure P — is every bolt made fut ? 213 
Are these the tracks of some unearthly Friend 34 
" Away, or ere the Lord break forth '. .196 

Banished the House of sacred rest, . ^ . 5 
Beautiful flowers round Wisdom s secret well . 119 
Behold your armoury '. — sword, and lightaing 



Bide thou thy time ! .... 

" But Faith is cold, and wilful men are itroc 
But louder yet the heavens shall ring, 
But sadder strains, and direr boding* dark. 
By your Lord's creatine breath. 



INDEX. 

I'age 
Cease, Stranger, cease those pierciDg notes . 52 
Clirist bade H is followers take the sword . . 80 
Christ only, of God's messengers to man, . tt6 

Christ's Churrli was holiest in her youthful days 170 
Come, twinkle in my lonely room, . .78 

Dear sainted Friends, i call not you, . . 61 

Deep in his meditative bower, . . .94 

Did we but soe, 33 

Do not their souls, who neath the Altar wait . 235 
Dread glimpses, even in Gospel times, have been ; 207 
Dull thunders moan around the Temple Rock, 101 

Each morn and eve, the Golden Keys . . 15 
Each trial has its weight ; which, whoso bears 109 
Ere yet I left home's youthful shrine, . . 9 

Faint not : and fret not, for threatened woe. . 107 
Far sadder musing on the traveller falls . . 228 
Fear not : for He hath sworn : ... 17 

France ! I will think of thee, as what thou wast, 188 
Full many an eve, and many a morn, . . 74 

** Give any boon for peace ! . . . .80 
God of our Israel ! by our favoured sires . 188 

Hail ! gladdening Light, of His pure glory poured 77 
Hail, glorious Lights, kindled at Grod's own urn 1 10 
Hark ! Baal's praise resounds from countless choirs 187 






INDEX. 

HearJ yo ? the unerring Judge is at the doorl 
He s]>ake : He died nnd rose again- 
Hid are the Saints of God ;— 
High on the itately ivnll .... 
How CHji 1 keep my Chrislmas feast 
UOH didst thou start, I'hou Holy Baptist, bid 
" How long endure this priestly scorn, 
How long, O Lord of grace, 
How shall a child of God fulfil 

I bear upon my brovc the (ign 

I bow at Jesus' name, for 'tis the Sign 

I dreamed that, with a. passionate complaint, 

I have been honoured and obeyed 

I >at beneath an olive's branchet grey 

1 raw thee onee, and nought discerned 

1 thought to meet no more, so dreary seem'd 

If e'er I full beneath Thy rod 

If waiting by the time-crown'd halls, 

[n childhood, when with eager eyes 

Into God's word as in a palace fair 

Is He not near? — look up and see : 

U there no sound about our Allan heard 

Lead, Kindly Light, amid the encircling gloom. 
Let others ging thy heathen praise, 
Lord, I have lasted, I have prayed. 
Lord, in this dust Thy loverplgn votce 



INDEX. 

Man is permitted much 

Many the guileless years the Patriarch spent, 

Methought I saw a face divinely fair, 

Mid Balak*s magic fires .... 

Mortal 1 if e'er thy spirits faint, 

Moses, the patriot fierce, became 
Mother ! and hast thou left thy child 
My Father's hope ! my childhood's dream ! 
My home is now a thousand mile away ; . 
My smile is bright, my glance is free 
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** No joy of mine to invite the thunder down, . 162 
Nor wants there Seraph warnings, mom and eve, 195 
Now is the Autumn of the Tree of Life; . . 166 
Now the stars are lit in heaven. 



O aged Saint ! far off I heard ... .92 
O comrade bold of toil and pain 1 . . • 225 
O Father, list a sinner's call ! . . . .8 
O Heart of fire ! misjudged by sinful man, . 20 

Oh ! miserable power 11 

Oh prophet, tell me not of peace, ... 7 
Oh ! surely Scorner is his name . . . 203 
O that thy creed were sound ! . ... . 290 
O Lord and Christ, ITiy Churches of the sooth 185 
O Lord, I hear, but can it be . . . .16 
O Lord 1 when sin's close marshalled line . 91 

O Mother Church of Rome ! why has thy heart 229 
Once as 1 brooded o'er my puilty state . 9 



72 



IMUKX. 



Unee cut with men of languitge itranga 

One only wa; to life . 

O pit«oiu race .... 

O purest leniblaiice oT the Eternal Son 

O rail not at our brethren oTthe North, 

O tar "ot fiou art left of God . 

ipecioua sin, and Satan's aubtle anare 

O aireetlf tim'd, ai e'er wai gentle hand 

Peace-loving man, of humble heart and trae 1 
Poor wandercrt, ye are aore diitrett 
Prune thou thy words, the thoaghti control 



" S«d privilege ia mine, to shew . 103 

Say haat thou tracked a traveller's round . . 54 
Say, who is he, In deserts aeea : . . . tit 
Secure in hia prophetic strength, . .98 

Seek we some realm where virgin aoula may pray ISO 
Silence, unworthy \ how should tones like thine lOt 
Son of Sorrow, doom'd by fate . .39 

Sons of our Mother I such the Indignant straiit . 153 
" Sunk not the aun behind yon dusky hill . . ITS 

The ark of God hai hidden strength . ITI 

The ark of God ia in the field ... 93 

Thebetterportiondidstthouchoose,GreatI{eart 27 
■• The Patbera are in duat, yet live to God ;" . 38 
The Bre of heaven breaks forth, . tOD 

The flood Is round thee, hut thy towers u yet . 197 



INDEX. 

Pace 

The Holy Jerusalem 8S7 

The lions prowl around, thy grave to guard . ISO 
** The Lord hath set me o cr the kings of earth, 161 
<* The thing that hath been, it shall be/' . . 1ST 
The time has been, it seem'd a precept plain . 99 

The world has cycles in its course, when all . 180 
There is not on the earth a soul so base . 4S 

There is one only Bond in the wide earth . 154 

They are at rest : 6S 

They do but grope in learning's pedant round* . 48 
They say, " The man is false, and falls away ;" 160 
Thou chosen Judge of Israel's race, . • . 167 

TTum to wax fierce 81 

Thrice blest are they who feel their loneliness ; 51 
Thus evermore the Saints' avenging God . • SIO 
Thy words are good, and freely given, . . 8S 
Time was, I shrank from what was right, . 90 

Time was, though truth etcmc I felt my creed, 106 
'Tis sad to watch Time's desolating hand • . Sll 
Truth through the Sacred Volume hidden lies, ISS 
Truth 1 what is Truth 1 Shall Israel's king or state 186 
'Twas on the day when England's Church of yore ITS 
Two brothers freely cast their lot, . . . 31 
Two sinners have been grac« endued . . 45 

Tyre o( the farther West ! be thou too warn'd . 184 
Tyre of the West, and glorying in the name . 188 

Unwearied God, before whose face . . .85 




INDEX. 

Voice of the wiu ot old ! 



Wake, Mother dear, the foei are near, . !8I 

We are not children of a ^Ity dre, . 131 

Weep. Mother mine, and veil thine eyei irith 

ibame 1 166 

Weep not for me 1— 64 

What time my heart unfolded tti freth leaves 10 

When first earth's rulers nclcomed home . . 169 
WhenflntGaditirredme, and the Church'a word 101 
When Heaven Kndi sorrow . ... 35 
When I am lad, I lay, .231 

When I look back upon my former race . 36 

When I sink dawa in gloom or fear, . t9 

When I nould search the truths that In me bum, 1S9 

When mirth is full and tree 179 

When royal Truth, released from Mortal tbroee, 105 
When shall our northern Church her champion 

. 116 



Wlience la this awe, by itillneu spread 
Whene'er across this slnAU flesh of mine . 
MTiene'er goes forth Thy dread command, 
Whene'er I seek the Holy Altar's rail. 
Where'er 1 roam in this fair EogllBh land 
While Moses on the Mountain lay, 
Wherefore shrink, and say, " 'TIs vain i . 
Why is our glorious Augel seen to mourn. 
Why luiterest within Simon's walla. 
Why ilttett tbou on that sea-girt rock 



INDEX. 

Why, wedded to the Lord, still yearns my hear 
•• Woe's me !" the peaceful prophet cried. 

Ye cannot halve the Gospel of God's grace ; 
Yes, mark the words, deem not that Saints alom 



Henry Mozley and Snni, Printers. Derby. 



u 



\ 



u 



